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A SOFT, FINE SPRAY THAT IS GOOD TO YOUR HAIR 
HOLDS CURLS BEAUTIFULLY IN PLACE FOR HOURS 


Breck Hair Set Mist is a gentle spray Breck Hair Set Mist holds your curls softly 
that leaves your hair soft to the touch, in place. This fragrant mist helps to 
never stiff or sticky. It is good to your hair. bring out the natural beauty of your hair. 


Use after combing, to hold hair in place Use before combing — style as you comb Use for pincurling 
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Copyright 1961 by John H. Breck, Inc. 


New purse size 75¢; 202. 65¢; 542 oz. $1.25; 802. $1.50; 1102. $2.00; Plus tax. Available wherever cosmetics are sold. 











My face never felt so clean 
... my skin never looked so clear! 


Revlon 


Clea clear” 


“Every night I remove the day with 
‘Clean and Clear’. This simple cleans- 
ing does wonderful things for my skin. 


It penetrates the pores to clean so 
thoroughly my night cream has a chance 
to be more effective. As far as I’m con- 
cerned, soap-and-water is for the shower! 
My complexion is too important for any- 


The scientific, gentle way to wash your face 


© Revlon, Inc., 1961 


thing but ‘Clean and Clear’. Isn’t yours?” 
And Revlon scientists created this light 
and creamy cleanser in 2 special formu- 
las. Pink for normal or oily skin. White 
for extra dry skin. Either way, it’s every- 
thing a cleanser should be... thorough 
but gentle . . . your most luxurious 
necessity! Try it. You'll see. 
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“ Have you aa *. 
about the Hope Report? 


Its the inside story of what goes On in 
those suburban housing developments when 
the husbands go off to work...and the wives 
take lessons from the “Worlds greatest authority , 
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A REAL DOLL! 


Words cannot express how happy you 
have made me. Although I did not ex- 
pect to win the “Sandra Dee Doll Con- 
test,” the thought of having my letter 
read was a great honor. Thank you with 
all my heart. I received the doll on my 
21st birthday, and this honor is the most 
wonderful present of all. 

Loretta R. MILLER 

Cleveland, Ohio 


GLAMOUR, ANYONE? 


It seems to me that women are forgotten 
by movie makers. Films seem to be made 
only for men and children. There are 
action and adventure films, westerns and 
science-fiction, but not one film portray- 
ing emotional situations. Here’s one 
woman who is bored and tired of present 
film fare, who doesn’t want to be shocked 
or frightened or corn-fed. Glamour, any- 
one? 

Marta Howpen 

Seattle, Wash. 


Marta, how about “Back Street,” “By Love 
Possessed,” “Fanny,” “Parent Trap,” 
“Goodbye Again,” “Young Doctors”? 
Didn’t they fill the bill?—Eb. 


PROS AND CONS 


Your article in the September Puoro- 
PLAY, stating that maybe Cleopatra her- 
self was causing the jinx on the movie of 
the same name, could be true. Why, Cleo 
would turn in her grave at such casting! 


READER'S) | INC. 


After all, she has been portrayed bril- 
liantly by two of the most beautiful wom- 
en and greatest actresses of this century, 
Vivien Leigh and Claudette Colbert. 
Who could top their performances? Cer- 
tainly not Liz Taylor! 

A Fan 

New York, N.Y. 


The magnificent shot of Liz Taylor as 
Cleopatra proves that Hollywood has fi- 
nally selected a star who could do this 
classic beauty justice. I can’t wait to see 


, Liz’ portrayal. 


JANE CHANCELOR 
Chicago, Il. 


Between Tuesday Weld’s wet locks and 
Sharon Hugueny’s mop, are there no 
hairdressers left in Hollywood? 
Joan KRAMER 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Your pinup photographs of Diane Mce- 
Bain were absolutely — breathtaking. 
Thanks for helping to enhance my bed- 
room wall. 
ALicE CHEKAL 
Montreal, Canada 


I am a dyed-in-the-wool fan of Marilyn 
Monroe and my advice to her is to stay 
away from that “Wolf” Sinatra. He'll 
only break her heart. 
A Marityn Booster 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


In your September issue you asked the 
readers of your magazine to take a look 
at any of the other movie magazines on 
the newsstands. Well, I did just that, 
and I can truthfully say that there is 
no other movie magazine that can com- 
pare with PHoropLay. 

Caro, WEICHELT 

Marshfield, Wisc. 


I'm tired of hearing people criticize 
Bobby Darin. He’s a fine singer and 
actor. I wish people would give him a 
chance—I think he’s wonderful! 
Bossy Darin FAN 
South Range, Wisc. 


WE LOVE JACKIE! 


My friends and I are delighted to see 
that you're having more stories about 
Jackie Kennedy. We think she’s just as 
beautiful as any star in Hollywood, and 
when we saw her picture on the cover of 
your October issue—we just flipped! 
Thanks, and keep the Jackie stories com- 
ing—we love her! 


PLEASED FANS 
Sharon, Pa. 





BE A PEN PAL 


Find a new and exciting friend 
JUST FOR YOU listed below. 








STAMP COLLECTORS 


Vitma REcoNGccO 
1951 Herran St. Sta. Ana. 
Manila, Philippines 
S.M.S. JeseeLa—16 yrs. 
113 Ambagala Road 
Warakapola, Ceylon 
Diana I. Younan—I7 yrs. 
c/o Petroleum Engineering Dept. 
Iraq Petroleum Co. 
Kirkuk, Iraq 


JUST FRIENDS 


Susie WiLtson—16 yrs. 
6930 Lower Ridge Road 
Everett, Washington 
Manrcaret JAamMES—14 yrs. 
Box 168 
Mayesville, S.C. 
Maset Ciine—16 yrs. 
Route #1 
Shepherd 3, Michigan 
Mary Mitry—15 yrs. 
P.O. Box 814 
Lompoc, Calif. 
Mary Jane ZAHN—1I4 yrs. 
620 Morgan Avenue 
Mansfield, Ohio 
MariLyn EppLesLute—13 yrs. 
551 Bon Air Avenue 
Mansfield, Ohio 
BonniE Barnes—14 yrs. 
Big Spring, Kentucky 
SANDRA SARGENT—9 yrs. 
Route #2 
Salem, West Virginia 
Jane WALKeR—13 yrs. 
P.O. Box 314 
Hernando, Miss. 
Dawne UMBerRGER—19 yrs. 
609 Pierce St. 
Pottsville, Penna. 
SuHirtey UmBercer—20 yrs. 
611 Pierce St. 
Pottsville, Penna. 
Rosario VALLEJOS—20 yrs. 
Malecon Balta 764 
Miraflores, Lima, Peru 
Kirstt BRENNA—16 yrs. 
Nobel Sgt. 37, Oslo, Norway 





Write to Readers Inc., PHotoptay, 205 E. 42nd 
St., New York 17, N. Y. We regret that we 
cannot answer or return unpublished letters. 
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POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Room 9R111_ - 131 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 3, Ill. 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Room 9R111_-- 131 S. Wabash Ave., Chicago 3, Ill. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE sample lesson 
pages, and your FREE folder “Nursing Facts.” 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE sample lesson 
pages, and your FREE folder “Nursing Facts.” 














NAME NAME 
x ADDRESS ADDRESS 
CITY ZONE STATE CITY ZONE_____ STATE 












FILL OUT THE COUPON ABOVE 
AND | WILL RUSH TO YOU... 


FREE NURSES BOOKLET 
AND SAMPLE 
LESSON PAGES 


LEARN PRACTICAL NURSING AT 
HOME IN ONLY 10 SHORT WEEKS 


THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE that can change your whole life. You can 
enjoy security, independence and freedom from money worries . . . there is 
no recession in nursing. In good times or bad, people become ill, babies are 
born and your services are always needed. You can earn up to $65.00 a week 
as a Practical Nurse and some of our students earn much more! In just a 
few short weeks from now, you should be able to accept your first cases. 


YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT. . . Good common sense 
and a desire to help others are far more important than additional years in 
school. Practical nursing offers young women and men an exciting chal- 
lenging future . . . yet the services of mature and older women are also 
desperately needed now! 


HUNDREDS OF ADDITIONAL PRACTICAL NURSES WILL SOON BE NEEDED to care 
for thousands upon thousands of our older citizens as Medical, Surgical, Re- 
; tirement and Pension benefits are made available. A tremendous opportunity 
to begin a new life of happiness, contentment and prestige is before you. See 
how easily you can qualify for choice of a career as a Practical Nurse, Nurses 
Aide, Nurse Companion, Infant Nurse, Psychiatric Aide, Hospital Attendant 
or as a Ward Orderly. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING is to get the FREE complete information right 
now. There is no cost or obligation and no salesman to call upon you. You 
can make your own decision to be a Nurse in the privacy of your own home. 
We will send you without obligation your FREE sample lesson pages, and 
your FREE folder “Nursing Facts.” 


~ \ POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
E— ROOM 9R111_ =- 131 SOUTH WABASH « CHICAGO 3, ILL. 
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In Naples, Ernest Borgnine spoke Italian with a Bronx 
accent, but boiled spaghetti like a true Neapolitan. 




























On Riviera, Joan Collins tried to forget her breakup with fiancé Warren 
Beatty; had night out with Tony Franciosa and his fiancée Judy Kantor. 





4-PAGE 





GOSSIP 





SECTION 





BY CAL YORK 


Lili Kardell no longer loves Troy Donahue 
—and neither do his neighbors. Shortly after he 
and Lili ended their romance in that wild battle, 
others in Troy's apartment house circulated a 
petition demanding the actor find another place 
to hold his brawls. It wasn't the first time his 
neighbors were awakened by his off-stage antics, 
but they want it to be the last. 


As scooped on these pages some time back, 
Efrem Zimbalist, Jr. and his wife Stephanie 
have had it! The squabble that led to legal ac- 
tion was pretty funny—to everyone but the 
Zimbalists. Efrem was playing ping-pong with his 
son, Skipper. As a joke, Stephanie crawled under 
the table and, at the right moment, tilted it, 
causing Efrem to lose the game. Stephie roared 
with laughter, but Mr. Z didn't think it funny. An 
argument resulted and she moved out. 


All chances for a Natalie Wood—Bob 
Wagner reconciliation went out the window 
when Warren Beatty swept Natalie off her 
feet. In retaliation, R.J. had his attorney pre- 
pare a property settlement—and Natalie signed 
it. The contents were kept secret, but | heard 
Natalie got the dream house that is now up for 
sale. The asking price, $175,000, is a bit ridicu- 
lous seeing as how several rooms aren't even 
finished. (Continued on page 8) 
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Uncovered or covered, Brigitte Bardot makes news. She 
gave old bikini pose new twist with crazy-poodle-like 






hairdo; then covered up in knitted suit and floppy hat. 
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~ 
Struttin® Sammy Davis arrived in Monte 
Carlo to headline Red Cross Gala put on 
by Princess Grace and Prince Rainier. 
i Though it rained night of benefit, it was 
a. huge success. Sammy’s performance netted 


him raves, thousands of dollars for charity. 
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GOSSIP 
SECTION 


The most surprised person to learn Vicki 
Trickett has been secretly married since 
January, 1960, was Tab Hunter. Tab dis- 
covered her and they dated frequently. Her 
dates with him were strictly for publicity, 
but | wonder if he wasn't serious about her. 
Vicki's husband is musician Dick Herre. 











Carol Lynley, whose opinion of Holly- 
wood changes with the wind, is now hinting 
that she'll retire in February when she and 
Mike Selsman become parents. 


The inside on the Debra Paget-Budd 
Boetticher divorce makes Troy Donahue's 
row with Lili Kardell look like a school 
picnic. Incidentally, Sally Todd, one of 
Troy's exes, married actor Charles Cochran 
a few days after the big sparring match. 


The week before Audrey Meadows and 
Bob Six (Ethel Merman's ex) flew to 
Honolulu to be married, he visited her daily 
on the “Touch of Mink" set and denied 
marriage plans. Oh, well, that's par for the 
Hollywood course. 


Sharon Hugueny is on suspension at 
Warners because she disobeyed their orders 
and went to New York with husband Bob 
Evans. 


| had a sneak look at the costumes Liz 
Taylor dons in "Clecpatra" and wow! I've 
seen lowcut gowns, but these take the prize. 
One of them is practically down to the waist! 
Another is a transparent negligee and | 
mean transparent. There's been no official 
figure, but I'll venture to say that Liz’ ward- 


Fashion Scoop: Here’s a 
first look at the wardrobe 
Susan Hayward wears in 
“Back Street.” Fur trim 
is the big fashion news 
this season—so why not 
copy it! If you can’t af- 
ford real fur, today’s fakes 
would fool another mink! 


robe (sixty outfits) cost at least $100,000. 


Wonder what Debbie Reynolds thought 
when Eddie Fisher legally adopted Liza 
Todd, the four-year-old daughter of Liz 
Taylor and the late Mike Todd? "| love 
her like my own," Eddie said in court as he 
hugged little Liza. Debbie brands as "ridicu- 
lous" the stories that she plans to ask Eddie 
to let Harry Karl adopt Carrie and Todd 
Fisher—but the rumor persists. 


Isn't Elvis thinking of marriage? Just ask 
Anne Helm! When | predicted Elvis and 
his sexy co-star were in the midst of an off- 
screen romance, everyone laughed. But it 
looks as if I'm having the last laugh. 


Saddest note in many a month was the 
suicide of Janet Leigh's father. Although 
he left a bitter note, the real reason for 
ending his life may never be known. Some 
say he had cancer, others that he was men- 
tally ill, and still others speculated that he 
had fallen in love with another woman and 
couldn't get a divorce. Janet nearly suf- 
fered a breakdown when she received the 
news in France, where she and Mrs. Dean 
Martin were vacationing. Janet, some say, 
blames herself, and believes that if she 
hadn't taken the trip her father might be 
alive today. 


Tuesday Weld and her mother are speak- 
ing again, but not living together. Tuesday 
barely missed getting into hot water with 
the authorities by moving into her new home 
three weeks before her eighteenth birthday. 
Juvenile officers frown on girls living alone 
when they aren't of age. It's still Gary 
Lockwood who has her dancing on the 
clouds. 


Bette Davis must have blown her top 
when she read that ex-husband Gary Mer- 
rill and his Bermuda shorts were at the 
Cocoanut Grove with Rita Hayworth. 
Gary's stepdaughter Barbara and Rita's 
daughter Yasmin were there, too. Bette con- 
sulted her attorney and filed court action 
in Portland, Maine, demanding Gary stay 
away from Barbara and their two adopted 
sons. (Continued on page 11) 
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comes 
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You get a wonderfully warm 
new sunlit look with Creme 
Puff. the compact make-up from 
California. For Max Factor 
makes tt with millions of tiny 
light-diffusers that soften the 
light. Also, millions of tiny light 
reflectors that give off a special 
glow. The resull...a warm 
radiance...a soft beauty... 

the Sunlit Look! 


And Creme Puff is complexion- 
balanced; it actually flatters 
complexions from pale to 
ruddy. In 12 lovely shades— 
each with the Suntit Look. Creme 
Puff now comes in refillable 
Case-Mate compacts in a wide 
choice of designer colors. from 
$1.35 to $5.50. Refills $1.00. 


1961, MAX FACTOR & CO, 
DRESS BY JAX **CORAL SUN’’ LIPSTICK BY MAX FACTOR 
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hold...your every wish is granted with Aladdin's Fire 


byy CcurEe™ 


Aladdin’s Fire is yours in bewitehingly rich 
Sheer Lanolin lipstick or the light 


Ask, lovely enchantress, and your beauty will 
vlow with the fire of a thousand jewels. Sum- 
mon a ruby like the heart of a flame...Cutex — Delicate lipstick . 
brings you Aladdin’s Fire. Seek a pink with a 
touch of mystery... Cutex brings you Burnt 
Pink. Or demand a red like molten copper .. 

Cutex brings you Bronze Fire. And behold! 


NORTHAM WARREN DIV., N 


touch of 
.. the shimmering beauty of 
Pearl or diamond-finish regular 
polish. And all these polishes have 
the wizardry of Cutex plasticizers 
to help you strengthen brittle nails, 


RK, PAR N BRONZE FIRE T PINK ALADDIN’S FIRE 
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GOSSIP 
SECTION 


Rock Hudson and Marilyn Maxwell 
keep denying it, but many say he's about to 
pop the question—and she'll say yes. When 
Rock returned from location in South Amer- 
ica, he brought Marilyn a gold necklace and 
ring to match. 











The Inside: Is Dean Martin burning at 
his ex-partner? Jerry Lewis bought a night 
club down the street from Dino's on the Sun- 
set Strip, and it's called Jerry's. One former 
associate of the two cracked: “Jerry will 
probably sell drinks at half price just to 
spite Dean.” .. . Frank Sinatra signed 
Ruta Lee to a personal contract. Frankie 
had better watch out. Ruta has been dating 
an attorney, Harold Abeles, for years and 
| hear he's none too happy about the rush 
his girl is getting from Mr. S. . .. The 
Louis Jourdans reportedly have had _ it. 
And isn't Cary Grant consoling Mrs. J? 
‘ Diane McBain and Jerry Davis 
(Marilyn Maxwell's ex) have the town 
guessing. He's probably old enough to be 
her father, but wasn't that what they said 
about Debbie Reynolds and Harry Karl? 
. . » What's with Joan Fontaine? She's been 
dating counsul generals, diplomats and her 
latest admirer is Boris Carmeli, the Italian 
opera star.... The Mickey Callan-Corlyn 
Chapman marriage hasn't improved. Mickey 
went to Europe without her. She and the 
baby went home to Mama. 


Joe DiMaggio helped Marilyn Monroe 
move into her new Hollywood apartment, 
then they sneaked off to their one-time 
Honeymoon paradise in the San Francisco 
Bay area. 


lt was quite a party Don Feld (he used 
to date Anne Helm in her pre-Elvis days) 
tossed for Juliet Prowse prior to her Las 
Vegas debut. Dick Beymer nearly wound 
up squaring off with Gary Lockwood. And 
wouldn't you know it, the friction was created 
by Tuesday Weld. Lockwood didn’t like it 
one bit when Tuesday spent so much time 
with Beymer, who used to be her number 
one beau. Gary got so mad he went out- 
side and smashed his fist through the wind- 
shield of his car. Feld invited Anne to the 
party, but she called to say she had a date 
with Elvis and he didn't like to go to Holly- 
wood parties. 


Don't invite Kim Novak and Felicia Farr 
to the same party—there's liable to be 
bloodshed. Kim went into one of her tan- 
trums on the “Notorious Landlady" set and 
demanded that the set be cleared of visitors. 
Felicia happened to be there visiting her 
steady beau, Jack Lemmon—and she had 


to leave. Felicia later blasted Jack for not 
standing up and telling Kim off. 


Here's a story they're trying to cover up— 
but remember you read it here first: Sammy 
Davis and May Britt are finding the going 
very, very tough! 


Judy Garland and Sid Luft are now 
trying to patch things up. 


Guess France Nuyen decided it was 
about time she came to her own defense. All 
the time those nasty rumors were floating 
around about why she was suddenly re- 
placed by Nancy Kwan in “The World of 
Suzie Wong," France was silent. But no more. 
While making "Satan Never Sleeps," in 
London, she revealed that neither Marlon 
Brando, her temperament nor her weight 
forced her out of the picture. She claims 
that producer Ray Stark had wanted Nancy 
to play the role all along, so he made her 
life miserable until she agreed to quit. 


Warren Beatty and his big sister Shirley 
MacLaine have kissed and made up. They 
even want to do a film together. A year ago, 
Shirl would fly into a rage if you mentioned 
his name. 


“Hell Is for Heroes," the Steve McQueen- 
Bobby Darin starrer, finished six weeks be- 
hind schedule and thousands of dollars over 
the budget—all because the script had to 
be changed over and over again to please 
Bobby or Steve. "They used to count how 
many lines they had," one member of the 
company confided. “If Bobby found Steve 
had more lines or vice versa—the script had 
to go back to the writers." Now you know 
why producers get ulcers! 


Dorothy Provine fell in love in Mexico 
City. No, it wasn't a bullfighter or a wealthy 
man—it was a 1923 Stutz Bearcat. She 
bought it. 


The Peter Lawfords were notified, while 
basking in the Riviera sunshine, that their 
six-week-old daughter, Robin, was seriously 
ill. After a thirty-five minute operation, to 
remove a blockage in her intestinal tract, 
the child was pronounced out of danger. 


Short Takes: Mickey and Barbara 
Rooney are expecting their third child on 
St. Patrick's day... . The Gene Kellys are 
expecting their first child. . . . Friends say 
John Wayne (he's a grandfather) and 
Pilar have also dated the stork. . . . Ditto 
Jason Robards, Jr. and Lauren Bacall. 
. . . After an unsuccessful reconciliation try 
in Rome with Pier Angeli, Vic Damone 
flew back to Hollywood and Madlyn 
Rhue. . . . Wonder if Ava Gardner is 
jealous? Marie McDonald is dating Ava's 
old flame Walter Chiari. . . . Hope Lange 
dated Robert Wagner before he left for 
film-making in Europe. . . . Gail Russell lost 
her long, tragic battle with the bottle. After 
years of fighting alcoholism, Gail died at 
the age of thirty-six in her L.A. apartment. 


Puzzler of the month: What actor told off 
his actress-wife's studio when they asked her 
to pose for some photographs and then bat- 
tled with his wife's doctor, claiming he didn't 
know his business? We suggest the egotisti- 
cal actor stick to the business of minding his 
own business. @ 





SHORT CUT TO COMFORT 
FOR “UNCOMFORTABLE DAYS” 
... PROTECTIVE BRIEFS 


Waterproof panels. Pinning tabs and 
pinless fasteners. Availablein Acetate, 
Cotton, Nylon. From $1.00 to $2.39. 


485 Fifth Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 
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FROM A STOOL AT SCHWAB’S: 


I’m sitting watching the young people 
enter. Some wave hello to me, others 
come over to my stool. They all have one 
thing in common: the searching, hopeful 
look in their eyes. Know who they are? 
They’re the New Faces of Hollywood, but 
they can’t get jobs in the movies—they 
can’t even get near a studio. 

A new face can’t get into a studio 
without an agent, and any newcomer will 
tell you that it’s more difficult to get 
an agent than a job. 

I don’t know the names of all these 
new faces—but I’ve listened to their 
stories. And in another few months there 
will be a new group, telling me the same 
stories, making the same efforts to crash 
the movies and then becoming lost in this 
town. Some of them will become cocktail 
waitresses, others will run errands for 
bookies or work in gasoline stations. . . . 
Few go home. There’s always hope when 
you're on the scene, and a letter post- 
marked “Hollywood” is glamorous. 

Of course, there (Continued on page 14) 


The old and the new: Lana Turner, long a glamour-queen, shares her secrets with Susan Kohner. 





Bobby Rydell—popular recording star. Hear his latest album “Bobby Rydell at the Copa” 
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The most! A press of your finger and Evening in Paris Spray-Mist Cologne“. puts you in the mood for daydreams to come true! $2.50. 
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TAMPAX 
DOES... 


Helps you Does not 
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Does not 
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most comfort- 
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Tampax® internal sanitary protection 
is available in three absorbencies — 
Regular, Super and Junior — wherever 
such products are sold. Tampax Incor- 
porated, Palmer, Mass 





Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 








are always a few exceptions who 
break through—James Garner, Gard- 
ner McKay, Paula Prentiss. And this 
is what keeps them going, these star- 
ry-eyed hopefuls—every one believes 
he or she is the exception. But I 
don’t know of anyone who was dis- 
covered at a soda fountain since 
Lana Turner. 

Why? Why do they do it? Maybe 
a childhood dream, maybe second 
prize in a local beauty contest .. . 
or maybe they heard somewhere that 
the studios keep shouting, “We want 
new faces, that’s what we need.” 

The last part of that shout is 
correct. But what they really mean 
is that they want a new face with 
a well-known name. A producer can 
walk into United Artists or Co- 
lumbia Pictures, for example, and 
state that he has John Wayne and 
Kim Novak signed for the leads, and 
the studio will give him a deal with- 
out looking at the script. There could 
be blank pages between the title page 
and the back cover. The same pro- 
ducer could go to the same studios 
with a great script and Don Sullivan 
and Sally Kellerman (two of the new 
faces at Schwab’s) to play the leads, 
and it’s no deal. 

Too many producers are too scared 
to take a chance, to gamble. 

This is one of the big reasons the 
industry is in the sad condition it is 
today. The vast majority of the cellu- 
loid product is bound together by 
fear and old-fashioned thinking. But, 
oddly enough, when a producer does 
step out of line, his gamble usually 
pays off. 

Consider producer Joe Pasternak 
and “Where the Boys Are.” Joe be- 
came tired of waiting for the well- 
known names to become available. 
He persuaded studio chief Sol Siegel 
to let him make the picture with some 
new faces, and, dollar-for-dollar, the 
picture is one of M-G-M’s biggest 
money-makers of the year. What’s 
more, it provided the studio with two 
new stars: Paula Prentiss and Jim 
Hutton. 

The studios should stop being stu- 
pid. They are planning for tomorrow 
with the thinking of fifteen years ago. 
They are letting too many new faces 
become semi-pros and carhops. Can’t 
they see that there’s no such thing as 
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continued 


an unknown in today’s entertainment 
market? If a producer insists on a 
“name,” he can put a new face into 
the lead and, with a well-conceived 
publicity campaign, have the new 
face’s name well-known by the time 
the movie is released. 

So don’t dish out that stuff about 
“unknowns” any more! It’s slop! 

The studios should be developing 
their own group of new faces, the 
stars of tomorrow. The movie indus- 
try is run so badly these days that 
even Garbo couldn’t become a star! 

Garbo was coached and trained be- 
fore she ever did a lead in an M-G-M 
movie. And when she appeared in her 
first talking picture, billboards on 
every highway announced: “Garbo 
Talks!” 

What studio today would spend 
that amount of money and time on a 
player? None! 

The movie companies ought to fol- 
low the example of the big baseball 
teams—they have more talent than 
they can use. Movie talent schools 
could be run just like the farm clubs 
are in baseball. Studio heads have to 
conduct talent searches, but ball club 
managers know where their future 
stars are. 

Why can’t the studios groom their 
future stars? There are plenty of new 
faces waiting for the opportunity. 

I could go on—but I won’t. Except 
to say: Despite the obstacles, there 
will be new faces on the movie 
screens. And despite the stupidity, 
Hollywood will survive. It always 
has. That’s Hollywood for you 


i 


vt 


aw, 








& 











tn the spect hides alias tmdiion o 4 wa 
Lhe Bridge On The River Kwai'and “The Guns Of Navarone? * 


SPENCER TRACY ou FRANK SINATRA J. 


in the MERVYN LeROY- FRED KOHLMAR production 


AA, 


Line AS 
=== _—_ , 


AWN WMHS JEN PARE AUMONT sit ALN": MERVYN LeROY - FRED GHAR “2s agua MRCS 





BSsesepepegegpegeageeeeeaena sb 


get more 
out of life 


ak 





























WEST SIDE STORY " 
U.A.; Panavision 70, Technicolor; Producer, Robert 

Wise: Directors, Robert Wise, Jerome Robbins 
( Adult) 

WHO’s IN IT? Natalie Wood, Richard Bey- 
mer, Russ Tamblyn, Rita Moreno. 

WHAT’s It ABOUT? The love of a modern 
Romeo and Juliet, crossing teenage-gang 
barriers in the New York slums. 

WHAT'S THE veRDICT? Rich, exciting ver- 
sion of the stage hit. Its street scenes are 
real and ugly, but glossed over with sing- 
ing and dancing to Leonard Bernstein’s 
now-famous music. Natalie and George 
Chakiris (as Puerto Ricans, sister and a 
brother) come off best, but the whole 


by JANET GRAVES cast shows wonderful vitality and spirit. 
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SPLENDOR IN THE GRASS LOSS OF INNOCENCE 


IT’S A CINCH T0 Warners; Technicolor; Producer-Director, Elia Ka- Columbia; Eastman Color; Producer, Victor Saville; 
zan (Adult) 


Director, Lewis Gilbert (Adult) 


LOOK THIN...WITH 
YOUR WAIST-IN! 


For a wisp of a waist...Waist-In by 


9 - \f 7p i I. « be 7 l. ‘< r . 
WHo’s IN 17? Natalie Wood, Warren wyo’s in 1r? Kenneth More, Susannah 
‘ 7 >. ; ; cats ° ° e 
Beatty, Pat Hingle, Audrey Christie. York, Danielle Darrieux, Claude Nollier. » 
WHAT’s IT ABOUT? Youthful passion at war WwHat’s IT ABOUT? Strange summer for two 
with parents’ moral standards in a Kansas English children and their not-so-childish 

















Kleinert’s! Holds firmly. Tapers 











| town of the 1920's. big sister. Stranded at a French hotel, they 
tummies, too. Cool, breathable feath- | WHAT’s THE VERDICT? This is Natalie’s are befriended by a mystery man. 
ernap. In sizes 22-36, for only $3.00. | season for sure. She'll draw your sym- HAT’s THE veRDICT? It has a bewitching 
| pathy while she struggles with a problem air of genuine romance—scarce item these 
® that fits into the story’s Flapper Age at- days. Look closer, and you'll find bits of 
ad ? | mosphere—yet is just as urgent today. And cutting realism, too, Susannah’s lovely “a 






| Warren’s a find! We can only wish that teenager isn’t always a nice girl; Kenneth’s 
| the movie moved a bit faster and didn’t debonair charmer isn’t so charming when 
485 Fifth Ave., N.Y., N.Y. | make its people such neat Freudian cases. he’s caught in a tight spot. 





PARIS BLUES 


U.A.; Producer, Sam Shaw; Director, Martin Ritt 
(Adult ) 


WHO’s IN IT? Paul Newman, Joanne Wood- 
ward, Sidney Poitier, Diahann Carroll. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Two weeks in Paris 
with two vacationing American girls and 
two expatriate American jazzmen. 
WHAT’S THE VERDICT? It’s a pleasure to 
stroll around the City of Lovers, to the 
rhythm of Duke Ellington’s haunting score. 
Nice to see Paul and Joanne taking film 
life lightly for a change. Still, their rela- 
tionship seems vague and frivolous along- 
side the scenes between Sidney and 
Diahann, the strongest part of the story. 
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BACK STREET 


; Eastman Color; Producer, Ross Hunter; Direc- 
a ‘David Miller ( Adult) 


WHO’s INIT? Susan Hayward, John Gavin, 
Vera Miles, Charles Drake, Virginia Grey. 
WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Years-long affair of a 
beautiful dress-designer and a young ty- 
coon who’s tied to a neurotic wife. 

WHAT'S THE VERDICT? Off we go into a 
world where love remains all-important, 
no matter how fate plots against the lovers. 
Susan and John are as decorative as the 
colorful locales, the luxurious interiors and 
the expensive clothes. With enthusiasm, 
Vera makes the wife so nasty we forget 
Susan’s a “sinner.” (Please turn the page) 














are happy hands. § Lovely to look at. ‘Tempting 
to touch. How sad to let your hands look old be- 
fore you do! “Old hands” can happen to anyone 
because housework, hot water, wind and weather 
drain away the natural moisture that keeps hands 
young. Pond’s all-new Angel Skin won't let this 
happen to you! Penetressence is the reason... 
an exclusive blend of deep-penetrating moistur- 
izers that work deep down —to replace natural 
moisture that keeps hands young! Penetressence 
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COOL, SOFT, NEW MAGICOOL 


Most controlling rubber girdle you have ever worn 
By RUTH STONE 
ermarlift Stylist 


If your present rubber girdle is hot and 
sticky ... if it’s difficult to put on and re- 
move ... if it splits easily, turns color and 
comes apart in automatic laundering—then 
Magicool is the answer to your problems. 
Why is Magicool so different? Because it’s 
made of a new miracle molding material 
called Elastomer D rubber, which is cool 
because it’s porous (each girdle is air-cooled 
with 50,000 tiny air holes); soft and easy 
to slide on and off, because it’s lined with 
downy Helanca; remarkably practical be- 
cause it can be laundered in an automatic 
washer and dryer, and still remain pure 
white through it all. 


Can’t Split 
Magicool can’t split either, it’s smooth 
P and luxurious to the touch, and as far as 


control is concerned—you were never 


lovelier. Full two-way stretch slims your 
hips, tummy, waist. 


Insist on Original 
Be sure you insist on original Magicool. 
While there are many imitators—there are 
no equals! Though some of these poor 
copies may even look like Magicool—only 
Magicool is made of miraculous Elastomer 


D rubber. 


Magicool Stretch Bra 

Ask for a Magicool pantie that CAN'T 
RIDE UP—EVER! only $9.95, and the 
matching Magicool Stretch Bra—the only 
bra that moves and breathes with you. In 
nylon lace, $5.00. 

For my free booklet, “You And Your 
Figure’, write Ruth Stone, c/o Perma:lift*, 
1143 W. Congress Parkway, Chicago 7, Ill. 


*Reg, U. 8. Pat. Off. 
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BREAKFAST AT TIFFANY’S 


Paramount; Technicolor; Producers, Martin Jurow, 
Richard Shepherd; Director, Blake Edwards (Adult) 


WHO's IN IT? Audrey Hepburn, George 


Peppard, Patricia Neal, Mickey Rooney. 
WHAT’s It ABOUT? Neighborly antics in a 
New York apartment house link a lazy 
young writer and a kookie girl-about-town. 
WHAT'S THE VERDICT? It’s all awfully in- 
gratiating, but what is it? An old-style 
wacky romance? A wistful case history? 
A comic fantasy? Oh well, Audrey’s a de- 
light to watch in high-fashion outfits by 
Givenchy, and George is more likable than 
his character’s behavior. Mickey’s Jap role 
belongs in a World War II cartoon. 
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A THUNDER OF DRUMS 


M-G-M; CinemaScope, Metrocolor; Producer, Robert 


J. Enders; Director, Joseph M. Newman (Adult) 
WHO’s IN IT? Richard Boone, George 





Hamilton, Luana Patten, Duane Eddy. 

WHAT'S IT ABOUT? Indian-fighting and a 
tough U. S. Cavalry commander change the 
outlook of a girl-chasing young officer. 

WHAT’S THE VERDICT? Rugged western 
that builds up good suspense once it quits 
fooling around with that new-fangled stuff 
(sex). Its Indians are old-fashioned bad 
guys, though. Villain-hero George has the 
edge over the other young males: Duane, 
handsome James Douglas and Dick Cham- 
berlain (TV’s new Dr. Kildare). 
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ZunDeR Hepda’s Hat 
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Just before I left for a month’s 
vacation in Europe, I agreed to 
write a column each and every 
month for PHOTOPLAY. I’ve read 
PHOTOPLAY for years; I like 
their style and their staff, and 
am very happy to be one of 
them. I hope their readers feel 
the same about me. Let me 
know, won’t you? 





The suicide of Janet Leigh’s 
father was a shocker. I remem- 
ber when Tony and Janet were 
struggling young actors and her 
father looked after her money. 
Janet had to get his permission 
before buying even a sweater. 


He did an excellent job with 
their finances. Janet had so 
looked forward to her European 
jaunt with Jeanne Martin, and 
I’m sorry it had to end so un- 
happily. Nobody needed a vaca- 
tion as much as Jeanne, who’s 
been caring for seven children, 
but she never left Janet’s side 
after the sad news reached her. 





This month’s surprise is the 
romance between Brad Dillman 
and Suzy Parker. They made a 
film together last year in Eu- 
rope, but no one ever knew they 
hit it off. Suzy was dating Gary 
Cooper’s father-in-law Paul 
Shields then—and Brad, of 
course, was married. 








Connie Stevens has been dat- 
ing Peter Brown in public, but 
I hear that her secret crush is 
the controversial Scott Brady. 





Hugh O’Brian was on hand 
to applaud Marlene Dietrich’s 
new act. Who else but Marlene 
could look so great in a tuxedo? 





Many words have been writ- 
ten about the “trouble” on the 
“Mutiny on the Bounty” set— 
so here I am adding to them. 
Brando may have gotten a tre- 
mendous salary for the film— 
but he paid for it; he came down 
with a bladder infection in Ta- 
hiti. His co-star, Hugh Griffith, 
really went native down there. I 
understand he didn’t even want 
to wear swim trunks. After Hugh 
set fire to his hotel, the governor 
asked him to leave the Island. 
The script writers had to kill 








Hugh off in the next day’s scenes 
so he could go. No matter what 
you heard elsewhere, the real 
reason Sir Carol Reed left the 
film was because Brando in- 
sisted upon directing. He also 
did the same thing when Lewis 
Milestone took over. But none 
of these shenanigans hurt pub- 
licity and, from what I hear, 
they didn’t hurt the finished 
product, either. Yes, the film is 
finished — and M-G-M thinks 
they have a winner! 





For two years Joan Collins 
turned down film offers so she 
could follow Warren Beatty 
around. Now he’s dropped her 
for Natalie Wood. The first time 
I met Warren he asked me if I 
thought he should marry Joan. 
I knew then he’d never marry 
her. Too bad Joan didn’t know. 
She could have spent the time 
looking for another husband. 





My European jaunt was de- 
lightful. I went to New York to 
meet the rest of my party— 
Jerome Zerbe and Bob and 
Millie Considine. From there we 
went to Majorca. What a heav- 
enly place! There was great ex- 
citement when Prince Rainier 
and his Princess Grace arrived 
with Maria Callas, Aristotle 
Onassis and the Maharanee of 
Baroda. I sat beside Rainier at 
dinner—he has a keen sense of 
humor. Grace was lovely—as 
always. If she’s as unhappy as 
the gossips say she is, she cer- 
tainly fooled me. 

In Munich, we visited with 
Horst Buchholz on the “One, 
Two, Three” set. Not long after, 
Horst was almost killed in a car 
smashup—one more coincidence 
that has them all calling him 
the “European James Dean.” 

In Paris I saw Jackie Gleason 
and Gene Kelly who were mak- 
ing “Gigot.” What a fun set that 





was! Champagne flowed like 
water. Jackie had a hat trimmed 
for me. I loved it. 

London was the highspot of 
the trip. I had a long chat with 
Stephen Boyd (above) and Do- 
lores Hart who were working on 
“The Inspector.” Steve was woo- 
ing Dolores like mad. Dolores 
thought it was all very funny. 
Leo McCarey, Bill Holden, Clif- 
ton Webb and France Nuyen 
were at the same studio doing 
“Satan Never Sleeps.” Holden 
tried to convince me he wasn’t 





saving money by living in Swit- 
zerland. He didn’t convince me! 
I think it’s terrible that Bill 
won't work in Hollywood—the 
town that made everything pos- 
sible for him. But Bill is paying 
an emotional cost I’m sure— 
neither he nor his wife Brenda 
seemed happy. The night before 
I left, Bob Goldstein, head of 
20th in London, gave me a 
party. I really hated leaving 
London—it was so gay—but I 
had to get back to Hollywood 
—and PHOTOPLAY. 





I’m going way out on a limb 
on this one, but I'll say it any- 
way. I'll eat one of my hats if 
Joan Cohn and Laurence Har- 
vey marry. They are in love— 
yes, but marriage—no! 





Debbie Reynolds is now lead- 
ing in the battle of the biggest 
diamond! The new one Harry 
Karl gave her is bigger than the 
one Mike Todd gave Liz! Harry 
also gifted Debbie with a half- 
million-dollar home and a Ro- 
din’s “Hand of God.” He paid 
$15,000 for the famous piece of 
sculpture at an auction. 





With pros like Roz Russell 
rooting for him, Warren Beatty 
is a cinch to reach top stardom 
soon. (Please turn the page) 
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Those rumors that Bobby 
Darin had no love for his wife 
Sandra Dee’s favorite producer, 
Ross Hunter, are completely 
false. Mr. and Mrs. Darin love 
Ross so much they bought a 
house right next door to his. 





Al Teitelbaum, Mario Lanza’s 
agent, finally collected money 
owed him from Lanza’s estate. 
But Benay Venuta, in whose 
home Mrs. Lanza committed su- 
icide, is still trying to collect for 
the $7,400 worth of repairs she 
had to make after the tragedy. 





Dorothy Lamour took advan- 
tage of her sex and changed her 
mind about doing a bit in the 
Bob Hope-Bing Crosby film, 
“Road to Hong Kong.” There 
were rumors that Dorothy was 
miffed because the leading fem- 
inine role went to Joan Collins 
and not her—because Bing and 
Bob felt she was “too old”— 
though I’m sure she’s no “older” 
than Bing or Bob themselves. I 
think it was purely a matter of 
money. By not saying yes right 
away, smart Dorothy ended up 
getting three times the money 
originally offered. 





When the public didn’t go 
wild over Yves Montand in his 
films, he had his nose bobbed, 
then toured in his one-man 
show. He’s terrific in it. 


Poor June Allyson! As if the 
divorce, the throat operation 
and the struggle to talk again 
weren’t enough, she’s now come 
down with kidney trouble. But 
there is some good news—she 
and Dick Powell are back to- 
gether again. 





Being a woman, every once 
in a while I sit down and try to 
figure out who the hottest bach- 
elors in town are. Well, I’ve 
come up with a list that shapes 
up like this: Rod Taylor, Dick 
Beymer, Gardner McKay, 
Dwayne Hickman and, of course, 
Rock Hudson. The girls will 
miss Rod while he’s abroad mak- 
ing “The Jungle.” He used to go 
in for orientals like France Nuy- 
en, but has switched to Inger 
Stevens and Dolores Michaels. 
I can’t see marriage in Rod’s 
immediate future. He’s going to 
be busier than ever—even 
though his “Hong Kong” series 
wasn’t renewed. (Somebody 
really goofed there—it was one 
of the best series on TV!) 

Gardner McKay’s been dat- 
ing Ann-Margret of late, but Do- 
lores Hawkins is still his number 
one girl. He jetted to New York 
to see her, but no marriage an- 
nouncement resulted. I wonder 
if he really did propose to her? 
It’s hard to imagine a gal saying 
no to him. His TV show keeps 
sailing along while others fall 
by the wayside. 

Dwayne Hickman, I’ve de- 
cided, is the best catch in town. 
He’s handsome, intelligent and 
loaded. He certainly knows how 
to handle money. 

Dick Beymer was really crazy 


about Tuesday Weld. but she let 
him slip away when she started 
dating Sean Flynn. Now Dick’s 
the hottest young star in town. 
I bet Tuesday is burning! Dick’s 
got a new girl, but he won’t talk 
about her. 

Last, but not least, is Rock. 
Badly burned by marriage, it’ll 
be a long time before he marries 
again. I think his romance with 
Marilyn Maxwell is nothing 
more than friendship blown out 
of proportion by the press. Sure 
he let Marilyn have his car 
while he was out of town—so 
what? Rock’s always been gen- 
erous with people who’re nice 
to him. It’s when they try to 
cross him that he holds on to 
his heart and wallet. And who 
can blame him! 





Luciana Paluzzi arrived here 
to negotiate a divorce settlement 
with Brett Halsey—but she left 
their baby behind in Rome with 
Mama. If she’d left Mama be- 
hind when she married Brett, 
they might still be married. 
Brett was heartbroken about 
her not bringing the baby—he 
hasn’t ever seen the child. He 
said, “I’ve been married twice— 
so now I'll have two alimonies 
to pay. It’s an expensive way to 
live. I can’t afford to make a 
third mistake.” 





I wonder how Fabian’s fans 
will like this! He’s playing a 
psychopathic killer on a “Bus 
Stop” segment. Quite a change 
for the rock ’n’ roller, isn’t it? 
Fabe’s girl, Kathy Kersch, is one 
of the (Continued on page 26) 








TON! OWEN“AWARD-WINNING DESIGNER WHO FIRST INTRODUCED SEPARATES 


the dream of a dress: 


Award winner Toni Owen’s double feature in 
pearl grey and oyster-white wool jersey. The 
Chanel-like cardigan and figure-skimming 
skirt can with the greatest of ease win honors 
as today’s most gadabout madabout fashion. 
The best-dressed wearer will invariably put on 
first things first: a Maidenform glamour-girdle! 





New FLOWERETTE by Maidenform—so light 
and gay you'll feel that way! Made of lighter, 
stronger power net that trims your tummy, 
smooths your hips—all this and comfort, too! 
Born to be worn under all your pants, shorts 
and skirts. Pantie, Girdle, Long Legs. White, 
black. S, M, L. Machine washable. From 3.95. 


#REG. U.S. PAT.OFF. ©1961 BY MAIDENFORM, INC., MAKERS OF BRAS, GIRDLES, SWIMSUITS 








26 





“INVITATION SET” 


ALABAMA: Mobile, Hammel’s Department Store. 
ARIZONA: Tucson, Grondona’s. 


ARKANSAS: Little Rock, Pfeifers of Arkansas; 
McGehee, R. B. Stone Jewelers. 


CALIFORNIA: Buena Park, The Cottage Pottery; 
El Centro, Home Furniture Company; Los Banos, 
Los Banos Hardware; Millbrae, Millbrae Murray; 
Modesto, Barker & Brandt Hdwe.; Monrovia, The 
Pottery Ranch; Montebello, Patio Pottery & Gift 
Shop; Monterey Park, Midwick Patio; North Hol- 
lywood, Yeakel’s Hdwe.; Palo Alto, Palo Alto Hard- 
ware Co.; San Bernardino, Fore Dept. Store; The 
Harris Company; San Francisco, Donner Gift Shop. 


COLORADO: Denver, May-D & F; Englewood, 
 —n(pamaieaaaes Center, Inc.; Montrose, Goodwin 
we. 


CONNECTICUT: Bridgeport, D. M. Read Co., 
Inc.; Bristol, Carol’s Gift Shop; New Haven, A. J. 
Siegel, Inc.; New London, Nasser’s, South Norwalk, 
Jewel Box. 


FLORIDA: Ft. Myers, Trail China; Leesburg, 
Boyd’s Furniture, Hardware, Gifts; Miami, Helm- 


ly’s. 
GEORGIA: Millen, The Parnell Shop. 


ILLINOIS: Alton, C. J. Jacoby Furniture Co.; 
Berwyn, Ray’s Dinette & Gift Shop; Chicago, Croy- 
don China Company; Home Store; Ted Katzmann 
Dept. Store; Cicero, Leebody China Co.; Elméurst, 
Midwest China Company; Soukup’s Dept. Hard- 
ware; Eureka, Schumacher’s Jewelry; Highland 
Park, Garnett & Co.; Libertyville, Mackey Jewelry 
Store; Mattoon, Mattoon Ace Hardware; Oak Park, 
Walker Co.; Ottawa, Tress Jewelry Store; Spring- 
field, The John Bressmer Co.; Waukegan, Callison 
China Cottage; Wheaton, Towne Gift Shoppe. 
INDIANA: Bloomington, Neumode Shop; Frank- 
fort, The M. B. Thrasher Co.; Huntington, Geedy 
Corey Ace; Indianapolis, Rost Jewelers, Downtown, 
Eastgate, Glendale; Michigan City, Vernier China 
Co.; South Bend, Inwood’s Store; Sullivan, The 
Hobby Shop; Terre Haute, Hillman Jewelers; Vin- 
cennes, Hillman Jewelers. 

IOWA: Mason City, Boomhower Hardware; Da- 
mon’s Inc. 

KANSAS: Hutchinson, Reno Hardware; Paola, Gift 
Shops, Inc. 


KENTUCKY: Cadiz, Beck’s Gift Shop. 


LOUISIANA: Opelousas, Abdalla’s Furniture 
Store; Slidell, Madeleine Gifts. 


MARYLAND: Laurel, Colonial China Co. 


MASSACHUSETTS: Athol, Plotkin Furniture Co.; 
Boston, Jordan Marsh Company; Dorchester, Lan- 
der Jewelry Co.; Everett, Everett Jewelers, Inc.; 
Framingham, Jordan Marsh Company; Holyoke, 
McAuslan-Wakelin Co.; Lynn, Dudley Jewelry Co.; 
Malden, Jordan Marsh Company; Northampton, 
McCallum’s Dept. Store; Peabody, Jordan Marsh 
Company; Pittsfield, The Gold Shop. 

MICHIGAN: Dearborn, Dearborn China Co.; De- 
troit, Ted Ross Jewelers, Inc.; Flint, Magill & Co.; 
Ironwood, John Albert—Jewelry; Range Jewelers; 
Marlette, Mel Cole, Jr.; Muskegon, Budd’s Jewel- 
ers; Pontiac, Pontiac Pottery; Sebewaing, Arnold 
Layher; Waterford, Dixie Pottery. 


MINNESOTA: Moorhead, Larsen Hardware Co.; 
St. Paul, Golden Rule; Two Harbors, Kauppi’s Jew- 
elry & Gifts. 

MISSISSIPPI: Prentiss, Riley’s Gift Shop. 


MISSOURI: Monett, Loomis Paint & Wallpaper 
Store. 


NEBRASKA: Blair, Klopp Jewelry; Grand Island, 
J. M. McDonald Co. 


NEW JERSEY: East Paterson, Molk Bros.; Jersey 
City, The Wonder Store; Montclair, Louis Harris; 
Morristown, M & N Hardware Co.; Perth Amboy, 
Faber’s Gift Shops; Pitman, Victor’s Linen and Gift 
Shoppe; Somerville, Camins Jewelers; Ventnor, 
Witten’s, Ventnor Hdwe. Co., Inc.; Wildwood, Lee’s 
Gifts. 
NEW YORK: Brooklyn, Irving Appelson; Turner’s 
Gift Shop; Newburgh, J. P.’s Gifts; New Rochelle, 
Anne’s Art Corner; New York, Gimbels; Ossining, 
Main St. Gift Shop; Rome, Nelson’s of Rome; 
Schenectady, A. B. C. Furniture Co., Staten Island 
2, Reed’s Jewelers; Syracuse, Dey Bros., & Co.; 
Utica, J. B. Wells. 
NORTH CAROLINA: Black Mountain, Black 
Mountain Hardware Co.; Graham, Graham Gift 
Shoppe; Mebane, Young’s Jewelry. 
— DAKOTA: Williston, Treasure Island Gift 
op. 
OHIO: Lorain, Lipp’s Tea & China Store; Massil- 
lon, Hadden’s Gift & China Shop; Newton Falls, 
Kloss Hardware Co.; West Alexandria, Brumbaugh 
Hardware Co.; Youngstown, Jerry Lee’s Jewelry. 
OKLAHOMA: Norman, Davis Paint and Gift Store; 
Tulsa, Lauhon’s, Inc. 


OREGON: The Dallas, Stadelman Bonn Co. 
PENNSYLVANIA: Altoona, A. Berman, Jeweler; 
Butler, A. E, Troutman Co.; McClellandtown, Guap- 
pone’s China & Pottery; Norristown, Shannon’s 
Artware. 

RHODE ISLAND: Providence, Morty Miller, Inc. 
_ CAROLINA: Bishopville, Denny Jewelry 

0. 


SOUTH DAKOTA: Yankton, Treasure Chest. 
TENNESSEE: Memphis, Dreifus Jewelers. 
TEXAS: Borger, Sid’s Jewelry; Cuero, Callander’s; 
Denton, Wimpy’s Hardware & Gifts; McAllen, 
Broadway Hardware; Mexia, Henderson’s Furniture 
& Gifts; Paris, Dick House’s Good Housekeeping 
Shoppe; Texas City, Peterman Jewelry Co. 
VIRGINIA: Portsmouth, Cooper’s. 

WEST VIRGINIA: Wheeling, Hoge Davis Drug Co. 


WISCONSIN: Ashland, The Angvick Company; 
Black River Falls, Schunke Bros.; Eau Claire, Coun- 
try House; Milwaukee, Gimbel Bros.; Racine, Jen- 
sen’s, Inc.; Shawano, Farmer’s Hardware Co.; 
Tomah, Tomah Cash Mercantile Co.; Waterloo, 
Leonard’s Jewelry & Gift Shop; W ausau, Winkelman’s. 


Gene Autry found another 
singer—twenty-one-year-old 
Sonny Steele. He plays the gui- 
tar, too, and he’s good—but he'll 
never be another Elvis Presley. 
Speaking of Elvis, since I wrote 
an article on how I’ve finally 
flipped for him, I’ve stopped get- 
ting nasty letters from his fans. 
I had never met Elvis, but I felt 
that when he first started sing- 
ing, his effect on teenagers 
wasn’t what this country needed. 
I feel that his Army days 
changed him considerably, and 
when I did meet him, well, I 
flipped. I never thought him the 
kind of boy a girl could bring 
home to mother, but now if I 
had a daughter and she brought 
Elvis home, I’d be pleased. 
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finalists in the Miss Rheingold 
contest. If she wins, she won’t be 
able to marry for a year. I don’t 
think this’ll bother Fabian—he 
isn’t about to marry anyone this 
year or next. He knows he’s too 
young to marry. 





Tuesday Weld went and got 
herself a handsome new home 
with a walled-in pool for pri- 
vacy. The house has everything 
from an electronic oven to the 


continued 


latest hi-fi and recording gadg- 
ets. She’s redoing the bedroom 
in white and gold. I was sur- 
prised to find Tuesday a man- 
nered, charming hostess—and a 
good cook. Gary Lockwood is 
the current authority on Tues- 
day’s cooking—he’s there for 
dinner practically every night. 
Tuesday keeps saying come hell 
or high water she’s going to take 
a few months off. But she won’t 
say whether or not it’s for a 
honeymoon—with her Gary. 


After fourteen months in Hol- 
lywood and three films, Paula 
Prentiss (along with Jim Hut- 
ton) is now a full-fledged star. 
Overnight success never goes 
out of style. Jim is married and 
has two adorable children; Paula 
is engaged to her college sweet- 
heart, Dick Benjamin. They'll 
marry when she has a moment’s 
free time. But don’t wait too 
long, Paula! 





Dick Clark filled the Holly- 
wood Bowl with screaming fans. 
His appearance before the Con- 
gressional Committee investigat- 
ing payola didn’t hurt his popu- 
larity or his bankroll. He fi- 
nanced his new film, “The 
Young Doctors,” and it’s very 
good. I'd still like to know what 
really happened to his marriage, 
but Dick isn’t talking. 





Looks like Polly Bergen is in 
Hollywood to stay. I'll bet the 
producers of TV’s “To Tell the 
Truth” will be sorry they didn’t 
move the show to the West 
Coast; it hasn’t been the same 
since Polly left. Another mem- 
ber of the show’s panel, Kitty 











Carlisle, will be leaving. She and 
husband Moss Hart are coming 
here in December. 























































Just when everyone was pre- 
dicting a marriage for Margo 
Moore and a handsome Los An- 
geles doctor, she met Robert 
Merrill and forgot everyone else. 
It was love at first sight for | 
Margo and the talented Merrill, 
who did the lyrics and music for 
several Broadway shows includ- 
ing the current hit, “Carnival.” 











Ken Scott is serious about | 
Sheila Kayne but won’t make | 
any engagement announcement | 
for a year. He’s older and wiser 
and wants to make sure Sheila 
knows her own mind. She was | 
one of several girls who gave 
parties in Ken’s honor when he | 
thought he was going to Rome | 
to do “Marco Polo.” Then the 
deal fell through because the 
Italian company ran out of | 
money. Ken had to buy back | 
the car he sold, get his furniture | 
out of storage and find a new 
place to live. Oh, well, that’s 
show business! 





Anne Robinson was doing a 
“SurfSide 6” segment when she 
learned that her husband, Jaime 
Bravo, had been gored in the 
bull ring in Juarez. She flew 
down as soon as she could. Now 
maybe Jaime will stick to acting. 


IT LOOKS LIKE A COLLECTION... 
New face to watch: Cynthia BUT IT’S JUST ONE SET! 
Pepper, star of the “Margie” THE "EVER YOURS” INVITATION SET BY TAYLOR, SMITH & TAYLOR 


series is the daughter of Jack 


: . 53-Piece service for eight, 
Pepper (Ginger Rogers’ first $ am be) a 4 be, including 10 hostess pieces. 


husband) and a former Earl 





Carroll and Billy Rose show- Your choice of nine patterns by de- 

. signer John Gilkes . . . all oven-proof, 
girl. The cute youngster has dishwasher-proof, detergent-proof. If 
taken to wearing her “Margie” the list at left does not include a re- 


tailer in your area, write TS&T. 


wardrobe off stage. It’s good for 
publicity and it’s good for her ah aS Made by the makers of 
budget. Good Housekeeping TAYLORTON Modern 





That’s all the news for now. Lvs American Casual China 
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Only Suave 
dIVeS 





Lotion hairdressing 


Because SUAVE is a lotion—it penetrates to make your hair behave 


Suave is different—a gentle lotion so unlike 
thick, heavy hairdressings. Suave is made with 
only the essence (the penetrating part) of lanolin 
to give you deep down control. Suave condi- 


tions, beautifies your hair . . . controls fly-away 
hair . . . makes your hair shine without greasi- 
ness. That dull, dry look suddenly disappears. 
Try Suave and see the difference today! 


Created by +Halone Cutis 
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‘“ Now with essence of lanolin 
‘enetrates to beautify your hair 
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Liz was helpless 
Mat nent... 


« 


The spotlight was merciless. It moved up his 
thin, tense figure, searched out the clenching and 
unclenching fingers of his hands, jumped to his 
taut face, exposing the ghost-like pallor that 
showed through his stage makeup and revealing 
the forced, tight smile that cracked the corners 
of his lips. He froze for fifty-five long seconds in 
the archway at the top of the steep stairs. Then, 
more like a man walking to his own execution 
than a performer about to meet the greatest chal- 
lenge ‘of his career, he stiff-leggedly made his way 
down to the main floor. 

To the celebrities and other customers watch- 
ing his torturous descent, it seemed as if he was 
suffering from an acute (Continued on page 32) 
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NATALIE WOOD and BOB WAGNER 


nutnesses to the murder 


continued 


CONNIE STEVENS and MARIO COSTELLO 


SAL MINEO and LINDA SOMERS 


attack of stage-fright, as if this scared man with the boy’s 
face beneath a shock of wavy black hair was about to 
wheel around, scramble back up those steps, and run back 
to his dressing room and hide. Most of them wanted him 
to snap out of it and they crossed their fingers to help him 


PILAR and JOHN WAYNE with SHIRLEY JONES 





< i, 


MAY BRITT and SAMMY DAVIS JR. 


in his journey over the night-club floor and toward the 
stage. Some of them hoped, however, that he would fall 
flat on his face and fail. 


“Stage-fright”—that was the quick and easy and ob- 
vious diagnosis upon which all, his friends and his en- 


ROBERT STACK ond ROSEMARIE BOWE 


JACK CASSIDY and SHIRLEY JONES 


emies, agreed. Eddie Fisher was scared to death, they 
believed, because this was the most important night of 
his life, the night that was to decide, once and for all, 
whether he was “Eddie Fisher, the singer,” or “just 
Elizabeth Taylor’s husband.” (Please turn the page) 


EDDIE FISHER and ELIZABETH TAYLOR 








more 
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to the murder 


continued 


Sure, he had wowed them at Vegas 
and picked up $100,000 for his sing- 
ing efforts. But now the past didn’t 
count. This was the big league, the 
world series, the crucial game. Los 
Angeles was the toughest town in the 
circuit for a performer. The Cocoa- 
nut Grove was overpowering like 
Yankee Stadium—huge and awe- 
some. The audience was filled with 
professionals—all critical, in-the- 
know, hip. Quick to cheer an expert 
performance; just as quick to jeer 
an inept one. 

As they watched the spotlight skip 
ahead of him when he faltered at the 
bottom of the staircase, and then flash 
back again to pick up the image of 
his chalky-white face, they were fully 
aware that he had two strikes against 
him already. 

Strike one—this was the first time 
he had returned to perform on his 
homeground, Hollywood, since he’d 
left Debbie and started going with 
Liz. Most of the people in the huge, 
red, rococo room had completely 
forgiven him, although they had not 
forgotten the scandal. But there were 
still some die-hards present who had 
neither forgotten nor forgiven. 

Strike two—everything that could 
have gone wrong on an opening night 
had already taken place before Ed- 
die’s appearance. It was as if the 
whole evening were jinxed before it 
had barely begun. 

There was the crowd itself, for in- 
stance. More than a crowd really— 
a mob. The celebrities—John Wayne, 
Henry Fonda, (Continued on page 86) 
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BOB EVANS and SHARON HUGUENY 





EDIE ADAMS and ERNIE KOVACS 
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JERRY LEWIS and DEAN MARTIN 


HENRY FONDA and MERLE OBERON 
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GEORGE JESSEL ond JOAN FONTAINE J MRS. YUL BRYNNER 


EDDIE FISHER, ELIZABETH TAYLOR and LAURENCE HARVEY 


GARY MORTON and LUCILLE BALL 





COME ON IN... 
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When Frankie Avalon 
stood at the 


door of his new home 


and called out to us, 
we had no idea 
what was about to happen 


(Continued on page 38) 
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Over-sized bamboo bed is where 
Frankie sleeps today, but he hasn’t 
forgotten his lean years. Closets in 
the brand new $100,000 Merchant- 
ville, New Jersey, home are filled with 


mementoes of their poorer days. 


Frankie built the house not jor him- 
self, but for his mother and father. 
“First night they were here,” he said, 
“they didn’t sleep a wink—they 
stayed up to play with the light 
switches and to try out the gadgets.” 














COME ON IN... 
| NEED YOU! 


continued 


Frankie Avalon is one of those 
people whose face mirrors his feelings 
no matter how hard he may try to hide 
them. That’s why, when I saw him 
standing in the doorway of his new 
home in Merchantville, New Jersey, I 
could tell—even at thirty paces— 
something was terribly wrong. 

“Hi,” he yelled as I started to get 
out of my car. “I’ve been waiting for 
you.” His voice had an urgency we'd 
never heard before. “I’ve been wait- 
ing for you,” he called out again. 
“C’mon in... I need you...” 

As I stepped inside the house I was 
dazzled. The entrance hall was marble 
and there were huge green plants 
everywhere. On the floor was the 
plushest red carpet I’d ever stepped on. 

“This is (Continued on page 70) 
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Large music room is all Frankie’s. The inlaid pattern on the floor is musical score of biggest hit record, “Venus 


Huge sunken living room, 
like every other room in 


oh ee house, is done in red, black 

| ae. and white. “Red,” says 
| aimee — a Frankie, “is my favorite 
bey ls Taegan sa color, it brings. me luck.” 

- = NN Oe R = He even has a red sports car. 
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I'm not pregnant...The rumors aren't true...Some 





people think I'm afraid to have another baby. And, 





in a way, they might be right...I suppose every 





bride feels this way when she’s been married less 





than a year. I want to consider the perfect timing, 





if that’s possible, for something so important. | 





must feel within my heart that the moment is 





exactly right for a new baby, as well as for Carrie 





and Todd... After all, 1 once thought a marriage 





would be forever. Then one morning I woke up to 





find that the “perfect” marriage was suddenly, 
(Continued on page 92) 


by DEBBIE REYNOLDS 
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‘ = down on Paul 
a \*. Anka. The night- 
™ club audience waited 






breathlessly for him 
Kom cxomeyemisinel 
the song. What could 
he do? What could he 
say’? How could Paul 
tell them the | 
voice inside him was 
not his own’? 





Paul Anka ¢: 
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There was an air of hushed expectancy in 
New York’s plush Copacabana. A single spot- 
light threw a silver circle onto the floor at 
stage right. As the band blared in the dark- 
ness, a young man strode into the circle of 
light. He stood there for a moment, then drew 
it with him as he walked to stage center. As 
he passed, the young girls in the audience 
screamed out his name. He bowed and grinned 
his acknowledgment. Then he started to sing. 

He began with a group of romantic songs 
like “Stardust,” then slid smoothly into a routine 
put together from half a dozen of his own hits 
—Diana,” “Put Your Head on My Shoulder,” 
“Lonely Boy,” “Destiny” Next came a pulse- 
quickening version of ““Down by the Riverside” — 
the high spot of his act. It was a clever number 
and a real challenge, because each time he did it 
he had to make up—on the spot—a brand new 
verse. During the opening bars he would cas- 
ually glance around the ringside tables until 
he spotted a glove, a handbag or a fur stole 
that had slipped to the floor. Then he would 
work his way over there, get down on his hands 
and knees, reach under the table for his prize 
—and emerge singing the new, appropriate 
verse! Tonight he spotted a suitable table far 
to the left. In a minute or two he was well 
into the new verse and was crouching at the 
table while the pleasantly confused audience 
waited to see what would happen next. He 
reached out for the handbag he’d seen, then 





raised his eyes to make sure he wouldn’t bump 
his head as he came up with it... . 

And found himself looking directly into the 
face of one of his mother’s friends from Tenafly, 
New Jersey. 

In that split second of recognition, his eyes 
filled with tears and he began to tremble. He 
had tried so hard tonight to wipe his mind 
clear of everything but his performance—he 
owed it to his audience to give his best. But 
now memory came flooding back in a rush 
of pain and tears. As he stared numbly into 
the faces around the table, and saw the sym- 
pathetic eyes of the men and women who had 
come to know and love his parents during their 
year and a half in New Jersey, he could not 
keep himself from remembering. 

Only nine days ago; his mother had died. 

Only four days ago, in Ottawa, he had walked 
beside her casket at the funeral and told himself 
that he must not cry until he could be alone. 
Then, he had succeeded in holding back the 
tears. But tonight, unprepared, caught sud- 
denly by memory and sorrow, he could not 
hold them back. He could not keep from re- 
membering. It was not a conscious kind of 
remembering; it was not as though the thoughts 
coursed through him. It was memory that was 
in his very being, in his every note and lyric. 

Paul didn’t notice the worried glance of his 
piano player. He was conscious only of the 
shakiness in his voice as he tried to continue 
the song. And then he stopped. Not a sound 
came from him. He was so overcome he didn’t 
know that the audience, seeing the tears in 
his eyes, was leaning forward with concern. 

Then he let out a long, loud, brilliant note. 
He flashed a professional smile and went on 
with the act. He jumped up and held the pocket- 
book over his head—the audience laughed and 
applauded. But Paul didn’t hear it—his mind 
was far away . . . remembering. . . . 

It had been a terrible (Continued on page 94) 
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nita Wood. Today she is the mystery girl of Memphis, 
the girl they say is secretly married to Elvis Presley, the 
girl whose comings and goings are so strange that the 
best reporters in Tennessee cannot keep up with her. 

Anita Wood. The first time I saw her she was sixteen, 
a frightened contestant in the Youth Talent Show at the 
Mid-South Fair. I was one of the judges. (My name is Edwin 
Howard; I’m a reporter for the Memphis Press-Scimitar.) I re- 
member the scene as though it were yesterday. Anita walked onto 
the stage, stuck one foot in front of the other, threw back her 
shoulders, raised her chin bravely to meet the challenge of the 
microphone and sang, “Oh, What a Dream!” She delivered the 
lyrics like a girl who believed dreams can come true. That day 
her dream did come true; she won the contest. 





Three years later, two more dreams came true for nineteen-year- 
old Anita: she was selected as one of the finalists in the Hollywood 
Star Hunt Contest (again, as coincidence would have it, I was judge) , 
and Elvis Presley asked her for a date. 

Today, Anita is twenty-four years old. She is still a girl who 
believes dreams can come true. And right now she is dreaming 
the biggest dream of all. 

How did her love affair with Elvis begin? 

“Elvis got my phone number,” she told me, “from George Klein, 
a mutual friend. Elvis called me up and said he’d seen me on my 
TV show, ‘Top Ten Dance Party,’ and would like to take me out. 
I said fine, I’d certainly like to meet him some time. Then he said, 
‘Well, how about tonight?’ I was absolutely flabbergasted. I had a date 
for that night, and breaking one date for another is something I 
never do. So I just said, ‘Gosh, I’d love to but I can’t tonight, J 
already have a date. I hope you'll call me (Continued on page 8A) 


Elvis met Anita Wood five years ago when she was a TV singer. 
Weeks later he kissed her in public, called her his “number one girl.” 
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Today, twenty-four-year-old Anita (below) has virtually given up singing career, is content to 
stay in Memphis, waiting for El to come home. When he does, she is the one he’s with first, last 
and always. He took her to wedding of his secretary Pat Boyd and pal “Red” West (above). 










GIRL WHO WAITS... AND WAITS. 





You say you’ve never even heard 
of these two? Don’t be square! In a 
few months, Ann-Margret and Peter 
Mann will be known to every movie- 
goer across the country. A pair of 
overnight discoveries, they’re the 
young lovers in United Artists’ 
“Pocketful of Miracles.” 

But don’t think the loving came 
easy! Director Frank Capra discov- 
ered that neither of them had ever 
kissed before a camera. In fact, ex- 
cept for the screen tests, neither 
had ever been before a camera. Kiss 


perfect strangers? And in public? 


Capra sensed their shyness. Being 
a great improviser, he sent them 
to a nook behind a fountain, told 
them to rehearse, just ad-libbing. 

A photographer spied on them and 
caught this fresh fun. Much of it 
was so delightful, it went into the 
movie. Here’s what the camera saw: 
I Ann-Margret giggling. Peter pale 
with embarrassment. @ Then he 
talks it over with her—so sweetly 
that she promises to give it another 
try—and not laugh this time. 3 
Yet when the moment comes, she 
isn’t ready after all . . . she pushes 
him away and his lips slide to her 
ear. 4 At last—warming up to the 
job at hand & Their lips meet .. . 
and linger . . . and linger .. . and 
linger.@ “We made it!” they exult. 


“We made it!” Now they know—kiss- 


ing strangers can really be fun! @ 


Ask Ann—Margret! 


Ask Peter Mann! They know... 
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farewell to her father 


he held her husband hard and close, and only from 
the fierceness of his returning embrace did she 
find the strength to fight back the tears that welled up 
from her heart and struggled to escape from her eyes. 
For death and grief were assaulting her. Shock with- 
out mercy sought to wrest reason from her being. 
She heard only the hoarse whisper from Tony’s lips. 
Her eyes saw nothing and her body was without feel- 
ing. There was no pain, no coherency, no purpose, no 
thought, no meaning to the moment. There was only 
the unrelenting anguish and knowledge that short miles 
from where she was now standing lay the body of 
her father, waiting for the last goodbye. Daddy... . 
“You've got stars in your eyes, Jeanette, sweet- 
heart,”” he used to say to her when she was a little girl. 
Now, there were tears in those eyes—tears for him. For 
now she would never, ever again hear his warm, won- 
derful voice. Never again would he proudly tell her 
of the day she was born. 
“It was July,”’ he used 
to say, “‘and hot, even for 
Merced, California. But it 
didn’t bother me! | had a 
daughter that day. | had a 
daughter and you were 
she and | was so proud it 
seemed as though | was 
the only man in the world 
who ever had a child.” 
And he would pause 
and look at her and she 
felt good all over because 
that look was so warm and 
prideful and loving. 


Then he would nod his Years of poverty and of strug- 


Pr " , gling together had united the 
— Yes," he'd gO On, Morrison family with a close- 
you were the most beau- ness only death could part. 


tifully formed baby I’dever Even when Jeanette Morrison 


’ . became Janet Leigh, a star, a 
seen. And I'm not aS wife and a eae to her dad- 


So just because I’m your = dy she was still “my little 
father.’’( Continued on page 74) girl with stars in her eyes.” 
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If not Jackie... then 
who? And why? Or 
was such an order 
ever given at all? 


Here’s the full story 


behind the headlines 


—that Frankie’s in 
the doghouse with 


the White House, 


that the Sinatra Clan 


has been given the 


social boot 


Shhh! Keep this under your hat 
—it’s a rumor that comes straight 
from the Washington grapevine. 
from the White House itself, they 
say. 

The word, as we've heard it, is: 

“Drop Sinatra—and his Clan.” 

No one in Washington will con- 


firm it. Yet nu one has denied it, 
either. 

And as it makes its rounds, those 
who have heard the report are in- 
clined to speculate that President 
Jack Kennedy himself gave the 
word to his family to sever all 
public fraternizing with the Sinatra 
gang. Other sources, just as loudly, 
insist the mandate came from Jac- 
queline Kennedy. 

We don’t pretend to know for 
certain where the order had its in- 
ception—or that any such order ex- 
ists at all. But the events of the last 
several weeks strongly point to a 
critical and dramatic weakening of 
the strong ties of friendship between 
the Sinatra gang and the Chief 
Executive’s large and gregarious 
family. 

The headlines in the newspapers 
put it plainly: 

“Sinatra’s in the doghouse with 
the White House!” 

Because this is undoubtedly one 
of the hottest stories of the decade. 
PHoTopLay has tracked down the 
rumors and uncovered all the facts, 
so that our readers could intelli- 
gently separate fact from fiction. 

First, the highlights: 

July 8, 1961—President Kennedy’s 
brother, U. S. Attorney General 
Robert F. Kennedy, visited sister 
Patricia and her husband Peter 
Lawford in Hollywood. 

August 2, 1961—A press agent 
supposedly speaking for Frank Sin- 
atra announced Frankie and his 
satellites would orbit over to the 
Riviera to be house guests of Joseph 
P. Kennedy, the President’s father, 
at his sumptuous villa on the Cote 
d’ Azur. 

August 4, 1961—Mr. Kennedy an- 
swered newspaper reporters’ queries 
about the Clan’s intended visit by 





saying he had only one unoccupied 
bedroom in his villa—and had no 
intention of making any provisions 
for any guests from Hollywood. 
None at all! 

August 7, 1961—Two women 
members of the group, Janet Leigh 
and Jeanne Martin, without their 
husbands, arrived at New York’s 
Idlewild Airport from Hollywood 
to catch a flight to Paris. Patricia 
Lawford was also  present—but 
couldn’t be coaxed by a newspaper 
photographer to pose with Janet and 
Jeanne! 

August 8, 1961—The Clan gath- 
ered on the Riviera: Sinatra and 
Dean Martin arrived in Nice after 
visiting Dean’s GI son in Germany. 
Sammy Davis, Jr. pulled into Monte 
Carlo in preparation for his ap- 
pearance as the star attraction at 
Princess Grace’s annual Red Cross 
gala. 

Now what did all this mean? To 
understand, let’s go back to Bobby 
Kennedy’s July 8th visit to the Law- 
fords. Bobby flew to Hollywood 
without the usual fanfare that at- 
tends his frequent global-hopping 
jaunts. It was a quick weekend trip. 
Ostensibly it was made so that he 
could attend the christening of the 
Lawfords’ daughter, Robin Eliza- 
beth. 

But shortly after Bobby returned 
to Washington, the rumors flew in 
the film capital like a covey of 
partridges after a shotgun blast. The 
biggest rumor: Bobby had brought 
a dispatch from Jack and Jackie 
to Patricia and Peter—or Peetah. 
as The Clan endearingly refers to 
the British-born actor. The message, 
it was said, carried more than mere 
glad tidings for the christening. 

There were assertions that the 
White House had issued a somber 














note of counsel about the prudence 
of any member of the Kennedy 
family being publicly linked with 
the raucous antics of The Clan. 

Of course, there was no public 
announcement, and certainly no one 
either in the Kennedy family or The 
Clan had any comment. 

Then came July 28th—the night 
The Clan publicly humiliated Eddie 
Fisher at his Cocoanut Grove open- 
ing. Completely destitute of feeling, 
they pounced on Eddie from the 
audience as he muffed his lines, 
heckling him with merciless aban- 
don. The madcap antics were in- 
stigated by Sinatra, Sammy Davis. 
Jr., Dean Martin and Joey Bishop. 
Significantly, Peter Lawford, who 
in the past had joined them in such 
antics, remained silent and aloof. 
Then, while Liz Taylor sat at her 
ringside table helpless before the 
heavy-handed heckling heaped on 
her husband, all the Clansmen— 
except Lawford—charged on stage, 
liquor glasses in hand, to take over 
the act with limericks, jokes and off- 
color songs. Eddie sat on his 
haunches forlornly, trying to force a 
smile to mask his exasperation. 

This performance was typical of 
The Clan’s notion of “good fun,” the 
kind they dispense at night clubs 
and gatherings with Sinatra posing 
as the sexy leader, Martin pretend- 
ing to be the lush, Davis the old- 
time minstrel, Bishop the cynical 
commentator and Lawford, always 


Peetah, playing the British buffoon. 


Such behavior, it is said, is pre- 
cisely what prompted the Chief Ex- 
ecutive and the First Lady to lay 
down the law to the other Kennedys. 
The Clan’s “frivolous” reputation, 
according to insiders, has _ been 
reflecting adversely on the solemnity 
of the White House, especially now, 


with Peter Lawford, Janet Leigh with Mrs. Dean Martin, Robert Kennedy, Pat Kennedy Lawford, Frankie with the President. 


in this period of international un- 
rest, when all the free world looks 
to John Fitzgerald Kennedy for pro- 
found leadership. 

Thus, according to these same in- 
siders, Jack and Jackie had no 
choice but to give The Clan the 
social boot. 

Whether this is fact or fancy 
can’t be proved. No one in the know 
will talk. But events following the 
Fisher debacle seem to support 
those rumors. After all, why was 
Joe Kennedy suddenly turning a 
cold shoulder to the friends he’d 
entertained such a short time ago 
in Palm Beach? 

In an effort to find out, PHoro- 
PLAY sent a reporter to the VIP 
lounge at the TWA Terminal at Idle- 
wild Airport on August 7th. There 
he found Janet Leigh sitting on the 
carpeted floor, holding a corned 
beef sandwich in one hand and a 
bottle of German beer in the other. 
Over on a divan was Jeanne Martin; 
and sitting across from her on an- 
other divan was Patricia Lawford. 
Both had their shoes off, feet curled 
up under them. 

The reporter approached Janet, 
knelt beside her and asked: “Are 
you ladies all heading for the big 
Clan gathering on the Riviera?” 

A flash of terror cracked across 
Janet’s face as though she were back 
in the shower stall in “Psycho.” Her 
response was swift and emphatic: 


' “Let me right here and now make 


something very plain to you. There 
have been reports circulated that 
Mrs. Peter Lawford—the President’s 
sister, Mrs. Patricia Kennedy Law- 
ford—was going with us. She is not. 
Mrs. Lawford is staying in Paris. 
Mrs. Martin and I are going to the 
south of France.” 

The reporter was taken aback by 









“Drop Sinatra!’ 






Janet’s firmness. He cast a glance 
at Patricia, then over to Jeanne. He 
finally turned to Janet, who con- 
Ainued to speak. 

“We are going—Mrs. Martin and 
I, not Mrs. Lawford . . . Mrs. Law- 
ford is staying in Paris, as I just 
told you—to Cap d’Antibes. We will 
stay at the Hotel Du Cap.” 

The reporter asked Janet to spell 
the name. 

“Ducap—D-U-C-A-P . . . P as 
in pig!” 

“Thank you,” the reporter said, 
“please continue.” 

“Mr. Sinatra and Mr. Martin are 
not at Mr. Kennedy’s, that’s the 
President’s father,” Janet volun- 
teered. “At this moment, I believe, 
Mr. Sinatra and Mr. Martin and 
Mr. Lawford are in Hamburg. I 
believe they are. Last time I heard 
from Dean they were.” 

“Then you're all going to meet 
on the Cote d’Azur, aren’t you?” 

“No, no, no. Mrs. Martin and I 
are merely going on a vacation for 
ten days. Mr. Martin and Mr. Sin- 
atra are going in opposite directions 
from us.” 

Suddenly the loudspeaker blared 
an announcement of a plane de- 
parture. 

“Oh, oh, oh,” cried Janet, leap- 
ing to her feet. “They just called 
us to go on the plane. Bon voyage! 
Bon voyage!” 

Janet was followed by Jeanne, on 
the run—and then, at a conservative 
distance, Pat took up the trail to 
the gangplank. Just before board- 
ing the giant jetliner, Janet and 
Jean were asked by Journal-Ameri- 
can photographer Mel Finkelstein 
to pose with Pat, who was just com- 
ing up. 

“We couldn’t go along with that.” 
said Janet, (Continued on page 86) 
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HOLLYWOOD 
TRAGEDY 


continued 


They are six of the most beautiful 
women alive today. Outwardly, you 
may look like one of them—or none 
of them. Inwardly, you may have 
more in common with any one of 
them than you’re willing to admit— 
even to yourself. Perhaps it’s just a 
dream you share. And perhaps, if it’s 
that, one of these six stories may 
change your dream. 

“Someone is watching, spying on 
me, all the time,” one of these beauti- 
ful women is convinced. On a movie 
set closed to all visitors, she will sud- 
denly halt in terror, clutch at the 
director’s arm, and whisper, “They’re 
watching. | know they’re watching.” 

To reassure her there’ll be a slow, 
methodical search of the set and the 
surrounding area. Occasionally, in 
surprise, they’ll discover someone ac- 
tually is spying on her who shouldn’t 
be: a still photographer trying to 
catch her in his telescopic lens, a re- 
porter trying to dig up gossip about 
her; a man trying to see in the flesh 


the woman who has seduced him from 


‘the screen. 


The spies have always been there, 
she’s certain, since she was a child. 
First there were her nurse and 
governess, paid to watch her every 
move: Don’t do that, don’t say that, 
you can’t go there, you must stay 
here. We saw you do that. We'll tell 


your mama. (Continued on page 80) 





MM: Searching—for someone 


to kiss the past away 


AVA: Nightmares 
with her eyes 
wide open 


KIM: The man she wants— 


unavailable 


In ten 
years, 

a farewell 
to youth 


NATALIE: The girl who 


was never young 
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It wasn’t another woman 


who ruined our love. 





It was Troy 


himself. 





His lies and that 


horrible night. I could 


forgive him anything except 


what he did 


to me physically— 
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The biggest mistake of my life was 
to fall deeply in love with Troy 
Donahue. I'll regret it as long as I 
live. 

Once I loved him—ecstatically, 
warmly, sincerely. Once, only Troy 
mattered. He would take me into his 
arms and tell me how much he, too, 
cared for our love. 

Then one day, like a sickening 
nightmare, it happened. I kept telling 
myself over and over again thai it 
couldn’t be happening to me. Troy 
loves me. He wouldn’t hurt me. My 
brain spun wildly and the words 
gradually became fainter and fainter 
until the throbbing of my head became 
so unbearable that I stumbled back 
into reality. My worst fears were 
justified. 

The physical scars of that day will 
fade away. It will take more than 
time to heal the mental anguish. I 
only want to forget, but I can’t. 

On that Wednesday in mid- 
August, I awoke around ten o'clock. 
I felt better than I had for days. 
Troy dropped over to my apartment 
shortly before noon. We chatted like 
a couple of lovebirds. He told me 
how beautiful I looked; how much 
he loved me. 

This reassured me that our future 
would be bright. During the previous 
two months ominous signs had 
clouded our romance. We'd been 
seeing less and less of each other. He 
would call and cancel dates at the 
last minute. Or he’d tell me he 
wanted to spend a night or two a 
week with his buddies. I tried not 
to mind. We (Continued on page 76) 












The scene: a party in a San Fran- 

B OB cisco hotel room. The guest of 
honor: Bob Conrad. The time: a few 

CON months ago—just about the time 
Bob’s marriage was rumored “fin- 

ished.” It was a good party ...a 

lot of laughs . . . a lot of dancing. 


One luscious, brown-eyed girl kept 
begging Bob to dance, but he 
grinned and begged off. Then a very 


languid siren tried to monopolize him. She couldn’t have 


been more than eighteen, but she’d been singing around 


continued 


San Francisco bistros and she wasn’t used to being turned 
down. 
“Honey,” Bob said, “I only dance with my wife.” 


The girls talked that one over. “Wife? I didn’t know he 


was married!” . . . “Well, where is she?” .. . “If I had a 
husband like that I wouldn’t let him on the loose.” . . . “Some 
marriage.” 


The party went on, everyone clustering around Bob. It 
took some doing to finally call it a night and get away from 
the party and up to their suite. A musician who’d come to 
San Francisco with Bob unlocked the door and switched 
on the lights. Bob walked around opening windows. He 
stripped off his shirt and let the cool bay air pour over him. 

“Listen, Bob,” his companion said, “there’s still half a 
dozen girls downstairs who don’t want to go home. You’ve 
made quite a hit for yourself. You want to go out on the 
town, you can name your dish. I’m no prude. You want me 


to make myself scarce? I mean (Continued on page 78) 


He travels alone. . . goes to parties alone 
... has a line every bachelor envies.. . 
rarely poses with his wife . . . never lets 


the photographers near his children... 











HE SURE DOESNT ] 





ar te, a dangerous pastime usually popular with | 
‘ is family-man Conrad's current craze. 












INTRODUCING 


DEBORAH 
WALLEY 


A FASCINATING 
6-PAGE REPORT 
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RRR OER et Me: 


At PHoTopLay, this is the kind of girl 
we've been keeping our eyes out for. 
And now that we’ve found her, we’ll 
be keeping our eyes on her. Deborah 
Walley bears watching. You get your 
first look at her in “Gidget Goes 
Hawaiian,” playing the same girl that 
first made Sandra Dee famous. As 
these pictures show, Debbie is a girl 
with an appetite for life. She’s reach- 
ing out for it with wide-open hands, 
eager to devour life in the same way 
she’s devouring this watermelon. But 
with too much watermelon, the worst 
thing that can happen is a stomach 
ache. With too much life, the ache 


is in the heart. For the intimate story 


of her growing pains, turn the page. 











Once 


there was 
a little 


girl 
who asked 








the question: 


‘MOTHER, 
WHEN DOES 


A GIRL 


BECOME 
AWOMAN?” 

















ven as Deborah asked the 
question, Mrs. Walley knew 
that her daughter had al- 


ready learned a creat deal. 


H. reached out across the small, 
spindly table and took her hand. 

She hardly noticed, because it was 
so natural to touch the person you 
love. He was talking about life: “I’m 
not afraid—everything gets clear— 
when I’m with you.” 

Sounds of the drab, smoky coffee 
house mingled with his voice; other 


couples sat at other tables, talking 


leisurely for the price of a glass of 
black bitter coffee stretched out for 
as long as you wanted to stay there. 

Her face was pale without makeup, 
and the heavy rough wool sweater 
and skirt made her features seem 
fragile, luminous. She looked back, 
deep into his dark brown eyes and 
felt the other faces fading. They. were 
alone—the two of them—no other 
voices, no other world. 

This is what it’s like to be in 
love, she thought without question- 
ing. One day they would be married, 
because she knew she could never live 
without him. 

She was seventeen. His hand felt 
strong, safe. / will always feel his 
hand like this, she told herself. 

Always . . . Always... 

Three months later, she knew how 
short a time always could be. The 
clear blue-green waves rolled up al- 
most to the tips of her toes. She put 
down the pen,-ripped the half-filled 
paper off the pad and tore it up. 

A boy with bronze-tan shoulders, 
gray-green eyes and hair like stubby 
gold stood above her. He folded his 
arms and grinned. “Love letter?” 

“No,” she said. She put the little 
tatters of paper into her straw bag. 

“And the ring?” he teased. 

She looked down at the tiny gold 
band on her finger. “I told you before 





—it’s mine—nobody else’s.” 
He helped (Please turn the page) 


DEBORAH WALLEY her up, they folded the beach towel and strolled past the cabanas 


up to the club where well-dressed, beautifully groomed young 
continued couples were already beginning to dance on the big tile patio. . . 
the late afternoon shadows stretched out over the sand . . . there 
was just a hint of the coolness of evening. . . . 


The letter would never be written. She knew that now. 





“HOW DOES 


A GIRL 
BECOME 


A WOMAN?" 


Deborah knows clothes 
can help a girl become a 
woman. She knows, too, that 
when it comes to fashion, 
money isn't as important as 
taste. She loved the clothes 
French couturier Givenchy 
designed for Audrey Hepburn 
to wear in “‘Breakfast at Tif- 
fany’s,’” but they weren’t for 
her budget—or age. With 
PHOTOPLAY’s help, the star 
of “Gidget Goes Hawaiian”’ 
decided to try to translate 
Audrey’s chic, womanly look. 
The results, as you can see, 
were amazing, yet it’s fashion 
trickery that anyone can do. 





Above, Deborah wears a 
wide-brimmed hat with a light 
band (by Mr. John), 

a black crepe sheath (by 
Mr. Mort), shortie black 
gloves (by Wear Right) and 
carries a slim black 
umbrella (by Uncle Sam). 
Her outfit adds up to that 
elegant Hepburn look, at 








right, created by Paris 
designer Hubert de Givenchy. 
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There was nothing to say and no way to say it to someone 
you had loved once and loved no more. She twisted the thin 
gold ring and thought of its secret inscription: “I love you,” 
with his name and the date. 

She was still seventeen. Less than three months ago she 


- had been in love. And in less than three (Continued on page 89) 





oe 

" In “Breakfast at Tiffany’s,” 

. Audrey, right, wears real 
jewels, but Deborah, below, 

° can create the same opulent 


air with a glittering 
rhinestone tiara (by Coro) 
and a chunky link pearl neck- 
lace (by Vendome). 

Her two-piece black chiffon 
dress (by Junior Sophisti- 
cates) has sleeveless top 

and soft, bouffant skirt. 





Duplicating Audrey’s “back in- 
terest,’ Debbie drapes beads (by 
Vendome) for look-again lure. 
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FRANKIE 
AVALON 











Continued from page 38 


some carpet,” I said. “I’m in it up to my 
knees.” 

Frankie smiled, knelt down and ran his 
hand across the luxurious nap of the car- 
pet. He looked up at me with the expres- 
sion of a troubled boy. “You know what 
I think of every time I walk in here?” he 
said. “I think of the time I was just a kid 
in Philadelphia. I went downtown by my- 
self one day and saw this hotel. I’d never 
been in a hotel before . . . I just had to go 
inside and see what it was like. I went 
through the revolving door and walked 
into the lobby. The first thing I noticed 
were the lights . . . floor lamps . . . wall 
lights . . . chandeliers . . . thousands of 
lights. I started to look for a switch to 
shut them off. At home, we were always 
having trouble with the electric company 
—they’d threaten to shut off the service 
because we couldn’t pay the bill—so I’d 
been trained to turn off all unnecessary 
lights. Then I noticed something else—I 
felt the rug beneath my feet. That was the 
most wonderful feeling I’d ever had. There 
I was with holes in my shoes and socks 
and this rug was poking up through the 
holes. I thought, ‘This must be what being 
rich is like—having a rug like this.’ When 
I got home to the place where we lived, 
it seemed so dark and dingy—and the old 
lineoleum felt like a rock under my feet. 

“That’s what gets me so sore about this,” 
he said, getting up and pulling a crumpled 
letter out of his pocket. “That’s why I 
need you . . . need your help. Tell me, 
how can I answer something like this?” 

He straightened out the letter carefully, 
then ran his finger down the page. “Here’s 
the part .. . listen to this . . . ‘I read in 
the papers that you just bought yourself 
a $100,000 house. What’s a kid like you 
doing with a $100,000 house? Just because 


you made a few bucks, do you have to 
crow about it in public? After all, the 
public put you where you are. It’s about 
time you came down off your high horse 
and acted like a thankful human being!’” 

Frankie stuffed the letter back into his 
pocket. 

“How do you answer a joker like that? 
. . . | couldn’t really answer him even if 
I knew how,” he said. “There’s no signa- 
ture on the letter and no address. I know 
you know the score, but I gotta tell you 
anyhow. Just talking out loud to somebody 
instead of keeping it all bottled in ought 
to help.” 


“Il wasn’t crowing .. .’’ 


Frankie reached out and touched me. 
“What I want to say now I must say here 
... not in there where my folks are. Letters 
like this hurt them. 

“Sure, I told an interviewer what this 
house cost. Maybe that was a mistake, but 
I wasn’t crowing or sounding off. He asked 
me how much it cost and I told him. But 
this business about my buying the house 
for myself—that’s all wet. I bought it 
for my folks, my mom and dad. How many 
times am I home during a year? Two 
times? Three times? For a couple of weeks 
at most. So it’s really for them. Look, I 
don’t know how to say this without being 
hammy, but they’ve knocked themselves 
out working for me all my life, now I want 
them to take it easy. That’s why I bought 
this house. My pop’s heart’s not so good, 
and Mom’s been at the grindstone, and .. . 
aw, nuts. Let’s go in the kitchen and see 
them—my brother-in-law Tommy’s there, 
too. They'll be wondering what’s happened 
to us.” 

Entering the combined kitchen and din- 
ing area is a warm unforgettable experi- 
ence. It’s like coming home for Christmas, 
except that with Frankie’s mom and dad 
that special feeling exists all year round. 

Mrs. Avallone greeted me as if I were 
one of the family. Frankie’s father, Nick, 
took up our conversation where we had 
had to break it off the last time we were 
together. Frankie’s brother-in-law passed 
me a plate of scrambled eggs and pan- 
cakes which had just been prepared on 
the stove. Frankie ate the same as I did, 
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plus a large glass of orange juice and a 
chocolate malt. 

“Is this your usual lunch?” I asked him. 

“Breakfast. For me it’s breakfast. The 
one I always have when I’m home,” Frank- 
ie replied. “I got home late last night, 
after not seeing my folks for months, and 
Mom wouldn’t let me go to sleep without 
making something for me to eat. Then 
Mom, Dad and I talked ’til early in the 
morning. That’s usual, too. We always 
gotta make up for lost time.” 

Frankie’s mother went over to the re- 
frigerator to get some milk, and her son 
laughed. “I still can’t figure out what 
happens after she closes the door,” he 
said. “Does the little light stay on or go 
off? Years ago we had an ice-box, so I 
didn’t have this problem. No light. Just 
ice. Although getting ice to fill it was 
sometimes tough. I have a confession to 
make. Sometimes when I told Dad the 
iceman had given me a piece of ice free, 
it wasn’t true. I’d snitched it.” 

Mrs. Avallone, pouring milk into my 
glass, muttered, “J knew it all the time.” 

“But, Mom, that makes you my ac- 
complice in crime,” Frankie said. 

“Drink your milk,” she answered. 

Frankie drank it. 

“That light-in-the-refrigerator problem 
bothered me when I was eleven,” Frankie 
said. “One day I won a prize, a brand- 
new refrigerator, for playing my trumpet 
on the Paul Whiteman show. Our kitchen 
was so small, then, we had to keep it in 
the hall. Just when I'd decided to climb 
inside to see what happened to the light 
(1 was small enough to do it, too), we had 
to sell the refrigerator. I guess that’s one 
of the things I'll never find out.” 


“Magic... magic”’ 


Frankie’s mother cleared off the table, 
put the dirty dishes in the dishwasher, 
pressed a button and started the motor. 
“Magic,” she said, smiling at her son. 
“Magic!” 

I wasn’t sure whether she was referring 
to the dishwasher or to Frankie. 

The rest of the family excused them- 
selves and left Frankie and me there alone. 
“You see how much this house and all 
these gadgets mean to her?” he asked. 
“Why, the first night they moved in neither 
of them slept a wink. Mom kept coming 
downstairs and switching the lights off 
and on, trying all the gadgets and telling 
Dad how beautiful it all was.” 

Suddenly there was the whooshing sound 
of a car driving rapidly away. “There goes 
Pop,” Frankie said laughing. “A regular 
hot-rodder. The whole neighborhood knows 
when Nick Avallone leaves and when he 
comes home.” 

Frankie went quickly to a side window 
and looked out. “Oh, oh,” he said, “he’s 
done it again!” 

I looked over his shoulder, but his 
father was out of sight. He saw the puzzled 
expression on my face and said, “Hey, no, 
he didn’t crack up his car, if that’s what 
you think I meant. It’s what he did to 
mine.” 

“Yours?” 

“Yeah. My buggy, there in the drive- 
way.” He pointed to his bright red T- 
Bird parked outside. “Every time I’m 
home he sneaks out when I’m not looking 
and shines it. I’m convinced he gets up in 
the middle of the night and closes the 

















windows, too, even on a clear night. 
“Once some of my fans almost wrecked 
They took off the license plates, the 
mirror, my hubcaps, and wrote all over 
it with lipstick. I guess I’m used to it, but 
Dad acted as if they’d desecrated a national 
monument. He fixed it, cleaned and shined 
it up. I guess my dad is the only man in 
the world who has a secret formula for 
getting lipstick off cars. It’s almost as good 
as his other secret recipe, the one for wine.” 
“Wine?” 
“That’s right, wine. They make it them- 
selves, Mom and Pop, down in our cellar. 


The same way they’ve always made it.” 


There was a knock on the side door 
and Frankie answered it. I heard a man’s 
voice ask, “Where’s Nick?” Then Frankie’s 
answer, “I don’t know.” Finally the man’s 
comment, “Probably out buying another 
car.” 

“Did you hear that?” Frankie asked as 
he came back into the room. I nodded yes. 

“That happens all the time. People come 
and ask, ‘Where’s Nick?’ Who knows? 
Mom doesn’t know. I don’t know. Only 
Pop knows. 

“He’s supposed to slow down, to take it 
easy, but he can’t keep still. I tell him, 
‘Take it easy, Pop. What’s your hurry?’ 
But he’s always on the go—dropping in 
to check on those apartment houses and 
bars he owns, and stuff like that. But he 
doesn’t fool any of us. It’s all a front.” 

“A front? For what?” I asked. 

“For cars. He loves cars. He buys and 
sells cars for the fun of it. And he always 
gets stuck and ends up with a lemon. 


Nicky Under-the-Hood 


“That’s the source of my mother’s 
trouble with Dad—their only trouble. I 
guess she’s jealous of his cars and she has 
a right to be. Not that they’re really any 
competition. He’s fixed more flat tires and 
adjusted more motors than anybody out- 
side of a garageman. Why, his close friends 
call him ‘Nicky Under-the-Hood.’ ” 

“When did it start, this ‘trouble’?” I 
asked. 

“Oh, long ago,” Frankie answered. “We 
were living on Earp Street in South Philly. 
We had a house there, but we couldn’t 
keep up the mortgage payments. My dad 
was working as a butcher, but one day 
there was a robbery and he was hit over 
the head, so we had to give up the place. 

“One night, just before we had to move 
out, a noise woke Mom, and she hollered, 
‘Nicky, they’re stealing your car!’ Now, 
let me tell you it’s almost impossible to get 
my pop out of bed. Even if the house was 
on fire he’d keep right on sleeping. But 
the word ‘car’ did it. He ran out in the 
street with only his shorts on, and 
screamed, ‘Stop, thief. Stop, thief.’ That 
woke up the whole neighborhood. In a little 
while he came back as mad as a hornet. 
The thieves were the finance company. 
They took the car away because Dad 
couldn’t make the payments. 

“To this day he insists that he was right 
and they were wrong. They took his car 
without a warrant.” 

Frankie got up and went over to the 
sideboard. “Some more malt here,” he 
said. “Want some?” 

I shook my head no, and he drank it out 
of the container. “You’d think he’d have 
learned his lesson five years ago,” he 
said, coming back to the table. “That’s 
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when he had his accident and his two 
heart attacks. He was a foreman in a ma- 
chine shop. One day he and another man 
were repairing a thousand-pound pressure 
steel die when it exploded. Pieces of hot 
metal blasted into his stomach and he al- 
most died. 

“He still has to have regular check-ups 
and must visit the doctor each week, but 
nothing seems to slow him down. Where 
a car is, he is. Most of the time when we 
go out in my car, I drive. But I know he 
likes to be behind the wheel, so I move 
over and let him take a turn. 

“He drives so much that the only sun- 
burn he gets is on his left arm and the left 
side of his face. He always smokes as he 
drives. I tell him, ‘Dad, why don’t you use 
the ashtray?’ He sits there with ashes all 
over him, but he just smiles and answers, 
‘I always use the ashtray.’ What can you 








say to a guy after something like that? 

“Besides, he’s my buddy, and you can’t 
get sore at someone as close to you as he 
is. When we go out on drives together, 
we joke and kid around, but then some- 
times we have man-to-man talks. 

“Like when I got into some trouble in 
high school. Not big trouble, but they 
called him in to see my teacher just the 
same. We were supposed to stay in school 
for lunch, but I used to eat out in the 
playground. Anyway, after they talked to 
him he didn’t get mad at me or blow his 
top. He just said quietly, ‘Frankie, they 
have rules to keep people out of trouble. 
Obey the rules. Keep out of trouble.’ Just 
that. No lecture. No sermon. And I never 
did it again. 

“Only when it comes to cars is he un- 
reasonable. One day my T-Bird caught 
fire. I phoned my dad for help. He sent 
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A. From Dorothy Gray, a new duo for 
troubled skin: Medicated Velveteen 


Makeup Foiindation, plus Blemish Cream 
to conceal, help heal. Each, $1.00* 


B. Coty introduces new “Travel Mist,” a 
fluted white and gold cylinder, avail- 
able in four fragrances: L’Aimant, Em- 
eraude, Paris, L’Origan. 31% ozs. $3.95* 


C. New brightener for lips and nails, 
a glowing vibrant red, “Aladdin’s Fire” 
in Sheer Lanolin “S’Lipstick” case. By 
Cutex. 79¢*. Matching nail polish, 39¢* 


D. “Dark Eyes” is swimproof, smudge- 
proof and completely safe to use for 
darkening brows and lashes. One appli- 
cation lasts up to four weeks. $1.25* 


E. From Charles of the Ritz, new eye 
appeal in a slender tube holding sil- 
ver shadow in a tiny pot, an artist’s 
brush to apply it. “Nightlight.” $2.50* 


*plus tax 
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my brother-in-law to give me a hand. Now 
he was driving my dad’s car, a beat-up 
lemon of a car. But Dad loved that car. 
So what did he tell my brother-in-law be- 
fore he left? ‘Whatever you do, don’t 
push him,’ he said. ‘I don’t want to ruin 
my car.’ 

“I guess it’s from him that I come by 
my own love of things that move fast. The 
very first thing I ever won as a performer 
could really go—and it was red, too. I was 
only six, and I’d taken some soda bottles 
I'd found into a store and got twelve cents 
for them. That was exactly the price of 
admission at the Breeze Theater on Point 
Breeze Avenue. The theater was holding a 
talent contest and they asked if any kid 
could sing. I went up on the stage and 
sang ‘Give Me Five Minutes More.’ I don’t 
know where I got the nerve to sing in front 
of a crowd, but I did. And I won the first 
prize—a big red scooter. To this day, I’m 
convinced my dad used to ride it when I 
was in school.” 

Frankie stood up and stretched. “Maybe 
that’s why red’s my favorite color. It 
brings me luck. This whole place is deco- 
rated in red, white and black. Hey, I’ve 
been gabbing so much I’ve forgotten to 
show you around. Like to see it now?” 

Our first stop was Frankie’s music room. 
He looked around proudly. “This is where 
I relax,” he said. “It’s quiet and nice.” 


‘| don’t have enough guts’”’ 


There were cabinets everywhere in which 
he kept all his scripts, music, still photos 
and awards. Above the couch was a paint- 
ing of a bull. “My favorite painting,” 
Frankie said. 

“Did you ever try bullfighting?” I asked. 

“Naw,” he replied, “I don’t have enough 
guts.” 

There was a piano in one corner and 
a stereo record player. Hanging on the 
wall was a framed poem from one of his 
fans and four photographs. He identified 
each for me: one of his sister Theresa and 
his brother-in-law Tommy; one of himself 
and Frank Sinatra (“The greatest guy,” 
he said); one of himself and a horse (He 
laughed and said, “Until I went to Holly- 
wood the nearest I ever got to a horse was 
when I snitched ice off that wagon back in 
South Philly.”); and a still from “The 
Alamo.” 

Frankie opened the bottom drawer of 
a cabinet and pulled out a worn, black 
case. From it he took out a_ battered 
trumpet. He put it to his lips and blew a 
few notes. Then he held the horn in his 
hand and looked at it. 

“That guy who wrote that letter . . . the 
one who says I’m getting high hat,” he 
said, not looking up, “I wish he could 
be here some nights when I play this. It’s 
the first horn I ever had, the one Dad 
bought me when I was only ten. He paid 
thirty-five dollars for it. It’s still good. 
Everything’s different, yet everything’s the 
same. My dad still comes in here and 
plays the piano, and I play horn and 
Mom claps or sings . . . same as we used 
to do years ago. If someone was nuts 
enough to offer me a million for this 
trumpet, I couldn’t sell it. My folks, thank 
God, wouldn’t let me.” 

Frankie put the trumpet back into its 
case and returned it to the drawer. “Don’t 
get me wrong,” he said after he closed 
the cabinet and sank back on the couch. 


“It’s miserable to be poor. But there’s 
something even worse. When I was eight, 
things were so bad that our family was 
living in one room, and the four of us— 
Mom, Dad, Theresa and me—had to sleep 
in one bed. Then Mom went out to work 
and we raised the down payment on a 
house and moved in. 

“I remember Christmas morning. Ther- 
esa and I went in to see the tree, but there 
wasn’t any. No tree. No presents. No 
nothing. Oh, we had something to eat all 
right, but it was the same old stuff we 
ate every day—pasta fazul—macaroni and 
beans. We’d have it for breakfast, lunch 
and dinner. 

“My sister and I couldn’t keep the dis- 
appointment out of our eyes. Soon Mom 
was crying, and we were bawling and Dad 
was snuffling in his handkerchief. Then 
Mom said something that I'll never forget. 
‘This is our Christmas,” she told us. “This 
house is our Christmas.’ 

“Those were her exact words, but her 
eyes said much more. ‘As long as we're 
together,’ they said, ‘that is Christmas.’ ” 

Frankie jumped up and laughed. “If I 
keep on talking like this,” he said, “we'll 
never get through this house.” 

He hurried me through the recreation 
room where I caught a quick glimpse of 
a fireplace and a built-in barbecue and an 
old-fashioned bar that faces both ways be- 
tween the recreation room and the music 
room. Then we went into his poolroom. 

“Like to play a fast game?” he asked, 
chalking up a cue. 

Before I could answer. there was a 
screeching of brakes outside, and Frankie 
announced, “Dad’s back. Let’s postpone 
this for a while. I want to find out what 
lemon he’s bought today.” 

We walked to the sunken living room, 
where the black silk furniture contrasted 
vividly but perfectly with the bright red 
carpet. There Frankie’s father and mother 
were sitting close together, hand-in-hand. 
Frankie put his finger to his lips and we 
tiptoed in back of them and eased our 
way upstairs. 


Lovebirds 


After quietly closing his bedroom door, 
Frankie said, “I call them the ‘lovebirds.’ 
Dad’s away all day but he can’t stand 
being without Mom for any length of time. 
I took my father to Atlantic City with me 
last year. After a few days he came to me 
and said, ‘Gee, I’m enjoying myself, 
Frankie, but I gotta get home. Your 
mother is lost without me.’ ” 

Frankie’s bedroom, one of four in the 
house, carried out the black, white and red 
motif. The carpet was black, and the huge 
bed was of bamboo, red and white. Ad- 
joining it was a dressing room and a 
bathroom with a sunken tub. 

He slid open the dressing-room closet 
to reveal rack on rack of suits, slacks, 
jackets and sweaters. On the floor was a 
row of shoes neatly lined up. 

He reached in and pulled out a card- 
board box. In it were a pair of worn sneak- 
ers. “These are the sneakers I wore when I 
was a kid. The rubber is very thick and 
strong, and it never wore out. See this red 
circle on the side. The manufacturer 
claimed it was a magic circle. It made you 
run faster than anyone in the neighbor- 
hood. I believed that then. Sometimes I 
still believe it.” 
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He put the sneakers back in the box, 
and the box back in the closet. “When we 
moved here, we got rid of all the old furni- 
ture and junk we’d had for years. But 
there are many things, like my trumpet 
and these sneakers, that Ill never throw 
away. 

“I’m sure Dad has things like this 
stashed away. And Mom, too. Sure, Mom 
has a kitchen full of electric gadgets and 
Dad has a boat to go fishing in, but she 
still won’t let the maid do any of the 
cooking, and he’s still Nicky Under-the- 
Hood, and they both make the same wine 
they’ve always made down in the cellar. 

“See that swimming pool out there? It’s 
for Mom, but she hasn’t even put her toe 
in it yet. Too busy visiting sick relatives 
and cooking and straightening up the 
house. When we were shopping for furni- 
ture for this place, Mom was a riot. We’d 
see something we all loved. Then she’d 
take a quick look at the price tag and say 
no, she didn’t like it so much after all. 
That’s my mom!” 

Frankie shut the closet door. “All those 
clothes,” he said, “but I still remember 
going to school with my sister when we 
were six or seven—with each of us wear- 
ing a sweater over a sweater over a sweater 
because we didn’t have enough money to 
buy coats.” 

He crossed swiftly to a bureau and 
lifted up the statue of a saint. Under it 
was a dime. He pressed the coin with one 
finger. Then he covered it again with the 
saint. 

“That’s an old Italian custom,” he said. 
“We put a coin under our favorite saint 
for luck. That coin has been under that 
saint in a lot of places, first in South 
Philadelphia and now here. The road from 
here to there goes both ways, and it’s only 
a fifteen or twenty minute drive. We’re to- 
gether here like we were togther there on 
that Christmas morning years ago. That’s 
all that matters. And what my mom said 
when she first walked into this house 
four months ago goes double for every- 
thing that’s happened to me, ‘I can’t be- 
lieve it. Thank God.’ ” 

He took a paper out of his pocket, tore 
it to pieces and dropped them into a waste- 
basket. Then we went downstairs. 

At the front door he grinned and flicked 
on the light switch. The play of light on 
the marble and plants was beautiful. 


“Don’t tell anyone .. .”’ 


Then he said, “I’ve got a secret to tell 
you. On my _ birthday—twenty-one—I’m 
gonna do something really high-hat. Dad’s 
never had a Cadillac, and he always 
wanted one. He always says, ‘There’s noth- 
ing like a Cadillac.’ So as a present to my- 
self, for the kicks I'll get when I see his 
face, I’m going to buy him one for my 
birthday. But please don’t tell anyone 
about it until after that day. I want it to 
be a surprise.” 

Frankie waved good-by as I climbed 
into my car. I thought I heard him say, 
“And thanks for helping me,” although 
I’m not really sure. One thing I was sure 
of—and that is if any kid deserves a 
$100,000 house, Frankie Avalon is that kid. 

—Jim HorrMan 


Frankie sings in Chancellor Records, and 
stars in Columbia’s “Sail A Crooked Ship.” 
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Continued from page 51 


He would think a moment. “But do you 
know,” he’d continue, lowering his voice 
as if about to reveal a great secret, “to tell 
you the honest truth, I was afraid to look 
at you. You were my first child and they 
all said you’d be red and wrinkled and 
not very pretty. 

“But I looked at you and there you 
were—a doll with wonderful sky-blue eyes 
and a thatch of red-yellow hair that was 
nothing short of sunshine. Yes, you were 
a pretty baby. Six pounds, eight ounces 
of springtime and love and all for your 
mother and me. 

“You filled our lives and there wasn’t a 
day that I didn’t think of a new dream 
for you. I imagined how beautiful you 
would be and my chest almost burst with 
pride knowing that from our love had 
come you, and all the lovely promise of 
our future.” 


So many times she had heard that 
story. ... So many times . . . but now 
she knew she must remember it . . . she 


would never hear it again. 

Nor would she hear the funny part. 

He would say, “You know when I said 
it was hot that day you were born, well, 
I wasn’t hot. I was cool. | was working 
for an ice company.” 

How she used to laugh at that. She 
knew the story by heart, but it was such 
a wonderful story that, like a charming 
fairy tale, it never lost its charm. 


Somebody closed the door 


Tony practically carried her into the 
waiting car. The Los Angeles Airport was 
swarming with reporters, curiosity-seekers 
and passengers. Photographers, sympa- 
thetic but efficient and purposeful, snapped 
their lights and shutters at her. Somebody 


closed the door. The car drove off and she 
sank weakly into Tony’s arms. 

The noise of traffic and the city lights 
flashed by. The long, unhappy ride to 
where he was—to where he had been. 

The car was taking her to him as a car 
had once taken him to her. 

“You know,” he used to say, “we didn’t 
have a car when you were born. I took 
your mother to the hospital the night be- 
fore. They told me you wouldn’t be with 
us for at least another day. 

“And then, right in the middle of the 
afternoon, 3:15 P.M., it was, they called 
me and said, ‘Mr. Morrison, you'd better 
get right down here to the hospital. You'll 
be a father any minute.’ ” 

He used to shake his head at that. “No 
time. I had no time at all—and no car. 

“Out of the ice company I dashed and 
there, right before me, was one of our 
trucks, just standing there with the motor 
running.” It was like a gift from God— 
here was a truck for Fred Morrison, so 
he could see his baby. 

“I jumped in and drove like a crazy 
man. I must have been a sight whizzing 
that ice truck up the hospital driveway. 
But I got there. 

“Oh, and the driver of that truck .. . 
I had a time explaining . . . but when he 
heard, he laughed and said he was glad 
he’d left the motor running. I was the 
only man he ever knew who stole a ride to 
see his baby.” 

The car that was carrying Janet Leigh 
to her father stopped at a traffic light. She 
did not look out to see a newsstand on the 
corner . . . she did not read the terrible 
greeting the newspapers had prepared 
for her: 

“Janet Leigh’s Dad Writes Note, Dies,” 
said the headlines in large type. 

“Beverly Hills, Calif.. Aug 12—Movie 
star Janet Leigh’s father, insurance broker 
Fred R. Morrison, 54, died in his dark- 
ened Santa Monica Boulevard office early 
yesterday .. .” went the story. 

She did not see because her face was 
buried against Tony. 

Time ... back ... back... back. 

Once when she was very young they 
had moved from one town to another. Her 
father, for no reason at all, had kissed 
her and said, “To think that you did it.” 
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Years later he had explained it all to 


Janet. 

“That was the time we moved,” he said, 
“to my new job in Stockton. We didn’t 
have a dime to pay rent on the new house. 
There was no money for food, gas or lights. 
And I was too proud to ask the boss for 
an advance. 

“Instead I decided to put the problem 
to the landlady. At first, she wasn’t sure 
she could trust us. How could she, we 
were strangers. 

“And then she saw you, Janet. And she 
melted right in front of us. ‘But you have 
this baby,’ she said. ‘I think Ill trust 
you.” 

“The same thing happened with the 
grocer. He looked at you and that was all. 
We left with food, candles for light and 
canned heat to cook with.” 

And the happy times . . 
of happy times. 

When she was a drum majorette at eight, 
she twirled a glittering baton of light. That 
memory had always brightened his face. 


. the hundreds 


So much to remember 


“You were so proud of the outfit you 
wore,” he’d tell her. “It was white, trimmed 
with gold braid, and you wore white Rus- 
sian boots. But the hat was made of tin 
foil and you liked that best, I guess. You 
said, ‘It shines like diamonds in the sun.’ 
But oh, did you have a blister on your 
hand from all that twirling.” 

She sometimes thought the blister had 
hurt him more than it did her. He and 
Mother had cooed and purred as they 
put a bandage around the hand. 

She also remembered . . . the big smile 
that came over him when he heard she’d 
been voted “The girl with the prettiest 
eyes” in the eighth grade at Weber Gram- 
mar School . . . his stern but kindly un- 
derstanding when he first saw her in 
rouge, lipstick, a grown-up dress and 
wobbly high heels for her very first date— 
at thirteen . . . the war, so sudden, so 
swift and the grim, tight-lipped expres- 
sion on Dad’s face and the faces of so 
many men that Sunday so long ago. 

She remembered . . . Dad’s disappoint- 
ment when at fifteen she got the crazy idea 
to elope to Reno with a young friend. The 
marriage was annulled the next day. But 
something good had come of it: Janet 
learned for the first time that her dad 
understood her better than she under- 
stood herself. No nagging, no reminding. 
She went back to Mom and Dad with both 
of them doing such a great job of pretend- 
ing it had never happened. 

Even when her second marriage, to a 
young musician, went off-key, Dad took it 
in that quick, steady stride of his and 
never once gave up hope for his daugh- 
ter’s happiness. 

“You'll do it,” he had said, “you'll find 
him. The right man. He’ll be special for 
you. But he'll be special for me, too. 
Don’t forget, Janet, I need your happiness. 
I need it because I’ve prayed for it. And 
the man who can provide it for you will 
be like my son.” 

He was right. Tony Curtis had been all 
the son Dad ever needed. 

Then came Dad’s deep happy chuckle 
when he learned he would be a grand- 
father. And when he was with his grand- 
children, Janet was able to see how her 
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dad had been with her when she was too 
young to remember. 

Except, of course, that when she was 
younger, Dad had dark hair and a dark 
mustache. As the years went by, his 
mustache turned iron-gray, and then al- 
most white. His hairline receded, too. 

“But just enough for distinction,” he 
had said not too long ago. “A man must 
change with his age.” 

She didn’t see as much of Dad in the 
last few years. She and Tony had traveled 
a lot, and movies were monsters that con- 
sumed time in great gulps of weeks and 
months, leaving you only the remnants of 
a year. But Dad didn’t mind. His daughter 
and “son” were happy. 

Yet little by little, despite Janet’s 
yearning to preserve it, or because of her 
father’s intelligent acceptance of reality, 
Dad had let his little girl go from his 
life. His beautful baby was Janet Leigh 
Curtis, a woman, a wife and a mother. 
She had her own life, her own friends and 
a success he could not have possibly 
imagined that hot July day as he fran- 
tically drove that “stolen” truck to the 
hospital. But she still remained his little 
girl with stars in her eyes. 


A burden to share 


The car in which Janet was riding 
pulled up in front of a house—the house 
where her parents lived. And even with 
Tony and other friends so close, it was 
dark and quiet. 

As dark and quiet as her heart had 
suddenly gone when, only the day before, 
Tony had phoned her in France to tell 
her, in words leaden with sorrow, that Dad 
had died. 

Inside the house was another woman, 
struggling to survive the incredible impact 
of loneliness that had struck her, too, with- 
out warning. 

From halfway around the world Janet 
had come to comfort and share the burden 
of grief with Dad’s first love . . . her 
mother. 

That, Janet knew, would be the worst 
part. The havoc of their hearts, the void 
that Dad’s passing would leave in hers 
and her mother’s life. 

Then for an instant Janet looked up at 
the great black infinity of sky and stars. 
Her lips formed one word and it came 
from her with barely a sound. 

Goodbye. 

And a small wind came along and 
carried her last goodbye away. 

—Tony WALL 


Tony will soon be in “Taras Bulba,” U.A. 
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Continued from page 59 


were to be married after he finished 
“Lovers Must Learn,” and I didn’t want 
him to feel that I was pushing or dominat- 
ing him. As long as he told me the truth, 
his life was his own. I always believed 
him. Even when some of my friends told 
me they saw him with another girl, I 
never doubted whatever story he would 
tell later—such as “I only took Suzanne 
Pleshette out to dinner in order to discuss 
our forthcoming movie role.” They say 
love is blind, and how true. 

Troy became more distant in our re- 
lationship until one day I asked him if he 
had changed his mind about marriage. | 
even bluntly told him that if he wanted to 
date other girls, go ahead and | would date 
other men. After all, if he wasn’t sure, I 
didn’t want to force him into marriage. He 
acted hurt and surprised. Again he pro- 
fessed his love for me and for me only. 
Again | believed him. 

On one occasion, six months after we 
started dating steady, we had our first big 
argument. I left his apartment in tears. I 
even moved in with some friends so he 
couldn’t find me. He kept calling my 
friends, telling them he had lost me and 
begging forgiveness. He finally found me 
again, and persuaded me that he loved me 
and needed me. I couldn’t fight my love 
for him, and again we made plans to be 
married. 

So, like any other lovers, we had our 
ups and downs. Somehow I believed that 
on that fateful Wednesday in August, | 
would finally be able to have a heart-to- 
heart talk with Troy. His manner that 
morning indicated he was in a good, re- 
laxed mood. He was cheerful, affectionate. 

After Troy left, I puttered around the 
apartment. I hummed as I went about tidy- 


ing things up. I made an appointment at 
the hairdresser, called my agent about a 
television show I was scheduled to do and 
then settled back on the couch to rest. My 
black poodle, Casey, snuggled up beside 
me and went to sleep. I dozed off, too, and 
then was awakened by a knock at the door. 
It was Troy again. When I opened the 
door, he took me into his arms and we 
kissed tenderly. 

“I can only stay a minute,” he told me 
after we kissed again. I glanced at the 
clock on the mantel. it was three o'clock. 
“T have to get back to the studio,” he said, 
“but let’s meet at my place at seven and 
we'll go out to dinner.” 

His voice was tender, exciting. How could 
I ever have had any doubts about his love 
for me? I even felt a litthe embarrassed 
that I had planned to have a heart-to-heart 
talk with him. To find out if he still wanted 
to marry me. His kisses were enough to 
dispel any ominous sign. 


1 had a premonition 


Around five-thirty, I started getting 
ready. The day before, ’'d gone shopping 
in Beverly Hills and bought a yellow two- 
piece summer suit. I knew Troy would like 
it and I planned to wear it for the first 
time that night. 

Troy’s apartment is only a block from 
mine in the Sunset Strip area of Holly- 
wood, so I was just about ready to leave 
for his place when the telephone rang. At 
the sound, I had a premonition that some- 
thing was wrong. | picked up the phone 
cautiously, almost as if I thought it were 
going to bite. 

“Hi love,” came a subdued voice. It was 
Troy and my feelings changed from con- 
sternation to delight. “I’m sorry but [ll 
be tied up at the studio for some time. 
Have a couple of added scenes on the 
show to do tonight.” 

I told Troy that I would wait and have 
dinner with him when he got off work. 

“No need to do that,” he said hesitantly. 
“IT may be real late. Why don’t you call 
one of your girl friends and go out to 
dinner? T’ll call you later.” 

What a bad break, I thought to myself. 
Just when things were going so well to- 
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day and now Troy had to work late. I 
called my best girl friend, Beth Springer, 
and explained Troy’s predicament. She 
came right over and, since I was all dressed 
up, we decided to dine at a swank restau- 
rant, the Villa Nova. 

It is only a few blocks from my apart- 
ment. We decided to walk. Then I remem- 
bered. I hadn’t taken Casey for a walk all 
day. He becomes restless when he’s kept 
inside all day. Then I hit on an idea. Troy’s 
place is just around the corner and we 
could walk Casey over there, leave him and 
pick him up after dinner. 

So the three of us set out. When we got 
to Troy’s apartment, his grandmother and 
a couple of other people were sitting out 
on the porch. It was a warm California 
evening and I couldn’t blame them for 
trying to cool off. Beth and I left Casey. A 
short stroll and we were at the Villa Nova. 

The place was crowded, but we were 
able to get a booth along the wall. The 
time passed quickly as we talked, mainly 
about my forthcoming marriage to Troy. 
It was close to eleven o'clock when we 
finished dinner and headed back to Troy’s 
place to pick up Casey. 

As we approached, I noticed Troy’s car 
parked outside. That’s odd, I thought, that 
he hadn’t called me at the Villa Nova; I 
had left word with the answering service 
that I would be there. Beth decided to wait 
outside. 

When I walked in, there was no one in 
the living room. Then I heard some noises 
in the bedroom and I opened the door. 
Suddenly, Troy lunged out at me. His body 
hit me with one terrific blow that knocked 
me all the way back into the living room. 
He started yelling, his eyes blazing like a 
wild man. I was so shocked that I can’t 
even recall the words—terrible words. 

“T just came in to get my dog,” I cried 
in pain as tears streamed down my face. 
“Please give me my dog ... my dog... . 
I don’t know what’s going on here but 
give me my dog.” 

Troy looked dazed and angered. Like an 
entirely different person. He knocked me 
down again. I became terrified. My head 
started spinning, and for a brief moment 
I imagined I was having a nightmare. I 
wanted desperately to believe it was a bad 
dream. Troy couldn’t be doing this to me. 
... He loves me...I love him . . . we’re 
going to be married. 

Then my head started pounding and my 
eyes focused upward on Troy’s rigid face. 
It was true, I realized then, he was beat- 
ing me. Quickly my reflexes responded to 
defense. | jumped to my feet and my arms 
struck out at Troy. It the wild melee I 
think I got two slaps at his face. 

He screamed: “Get out of my life. Don’t 
disturb me again!” 

“You bet I will,” I cried. “I never want 
to see you again.” 

Beth had heard my screams, because, oh 
my God, I was scared to death . . . be- 
cause he kicked me around like I was a 
little rag doll. She came running into the 
apartment and, just as she did, some girl 
—TI only saw her back and her brunette 
hair—ran out through the kitchen and the 
back door to the patio. Beth tried to calm 
Troy so he would leave me alone. 

By this time the neighbors, after hear- 
ing the commotion, had gathered at the 
front of Troy’s apartment. 

As Beth tried to talk to Troy, I slowly 
walked out and headed to my apartment. 
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Every step seemed like torture. I don’t 
think there was a bone in my body that 
didn’t ache. 


He hit me again 


I reached my door and, with sickening 
horror, realized my keys had been knocked 
out of my hand when he threw me across 
the room. I had to return to Troy’s place 
for the keys, and I prepared myself for the 
worst. 

He started at me when I walked in. 

“I told you never to come here again,” 
he bellowed fiercely. “What are you doing 
here?” 

I explained about the keys. He acted as 
if he didn’t hear my words. He lunged at 
me again. He hit me and I managed to 
counter with a blow as I flung my purse 
at him. 

Then he ripped my brand new suit com- 
pletely, and hurled me outside. 

I was barely conscious on the hard, cold 
pavement. It was too ugly, too humiliating 
for words, One of his neighbors picked me 
up. I then realized that the blouse part of 
the suit was hanging in pieces, exposing 
my white brassiere. I flung my arms around 
my bosom. It was the most embarrassing 
experience of my life. All those people, 
all those eyes watching me as the neighbor 
helped me back to my apartment. 

| became hysterical. I didn’t know what 
| had done wrong. Even if I had caught 
Troy in an embarrassing situation, he 
didn’t have to take it out on me. He didn’t 
have to beat me. He could have just told 
me to leave. 

Someone had called the police. Moments 
after | arrived back in my apartment, two 
officers stood at the door. They were very 
polite and asked me if they could drive 
me to the emergency hospital. My face 
was a bloody fright—my left eye was 
swollen and turning black and my chin 
was turning black and blue. I had a gash 
on my left elbow, and my head was pound- 
ing. The back of it had apparently hit 
Troy’s television set when he was flinging 
me around. At any rate, there was a big 
knot rising under my blonde hair. 

I decided against having the police take 
me to the hospital or signing a complaint 
against Troy. They asked me to. I just 
wanted to be left alone. Beth drove me to 
a small emergency hospital nearby. 

They gave me sedatives in an attempt 
to ease the pain. The worst was my head. 
It ached and ached. As soon as my wounds 
were dressed, Beth drove me home. I col- 
lapsed in bed, yet throughout the night, I 
couldn’t sleep. I even took more sedatives, 
but it didn’t help. The next day my per- 
sonal physician, Dr. Rexford Kennamer 
(he’s also Elizabeth Taylor’s medic), ex- 
amined me. 

By this time, my eye had swollen nearly 
shut. My chin was a deep purple. 

Dr. Kennamer discovered that the blow 
on my head had inflicted a concussion. 
This explained my severe headaches and 
a buzzing sound that persisted. 

“You'll have to get plenty of rest,” he 
said as he changed the dressing on the 
cut on my elbow. “If the headaches con- 
tinue I'll have to put you in the hospital.” 

I was in a very depressed state of mind 
that day. I felt a complete nervous break- 
down was imminent. The physical and 
mental damage Troy caused me was heart- 
sickening to visualize. Within a few short 
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minutes he had shattered our love, our 
future. 

It was hard to believe that I had loved 
him for ten months. Loved a man who had 
lied and, above all, was of such violent 
temperament that he could beat me. 

I guess his good looks and easygoing 
personality had fooled me. Troy has many 
excellent points. Maybe I was lucky to de- 
tect the worst one in time—before we were 
married. 

Maybe Troy got the feeling | was domi- 
nating him, that he was being pinned 
down to me. 

Yet I never dominated him. I always let 
him have his way. 

I once remarked, | think more in jest, 
that I would never let another woman take 
him away from me. Actually, it never even 
entered my mind that any one would try. 
I believed our love for each other was too 
strong. 

And it wasn’t another woman who ruined 
our love. It was Troy himself. His lies and 
that horrible night. I could and probably 





would forgive him for anything except 
what he did to me physically. I realize 
now that he was probably out of his head 
when he hit me. It would be impossible to 
continue to love him, knowing this could 
happen again. 

Troy didn’t even believe I was hurt that 
night. He told his friends that I was just 
pretending. My friends have tried to per- 
suade me to file suit against him. I don’t 
want this. I just want to forget. 

I did send Troy a bill for my new suit. 
He called screaming to my attorney that 
I was materialistic. That I wanted to take 
him for money. How ridiculous. He nearly 
caused me a complete nervous breakdown 
and all I asked was for him to pay for a 
suit he ruined. 

Exactly one week to the day after that 
horrible night, the pain in my head became 
excruciating. Finally I could stand it no 
longer. I called my doctor and he immedi- 
ately advised me to enter Cedars of 
Lebanon Hospital for a complete set of 
X-rays. I panicked with thoughts that 


they might have to operate or I could be 
losing my sight. Then I was assured by 
Dr. Kennamer that, unless there were any 
unforeseen complications, surgery wouldn’t 
be necessary. Nonetheless, it would take 
weeks, months or a year perhaps to fully 
recuperate. 

Troy has telephoned. I refuse to talk to 
him. He even came over to the apartment 
three days after my beating. I wouldn’t let 
him come in the door. 

I’m through, definitely finished with 
Troy. Nothing he could say or do from 
now on would make me forgive him. I only 
pray that he leaves me alone. That’s all I 
want ... just stay out of my life, Troy. 

—as told to DEAN GAUTSCHY 


(Editor’s note: Like any story, this one 
must have two sides. This is Lili’s, as she 
wrote it. We’ve asked Troy to tell you his 
side in next month’s PHorTopPLay.) 


Troy’s in “SurfSide 6,” ABC-TV, Mon.., 
8:30-9:30 EST and Warners’ “Susan Slade.” 
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in case there’s a girl you wanna bring up.” 

Bob turned around and studied the guy. 
He meant it! He was dead serious. 

“T wouldn’t mind being in your shoes,” 
the musician said. “There are a couple of 
beauties down there, and they dig you.” 

“They dig Tom Lopaka of ‘Hawaiian 
Eye,’ ” Bob said evenly. “Get that straight. 
I’ve got a wife who’s in love with me!” 

“Don’t get burned. How would I know? 
I’ve never even met your wife she 
doesn’t come around to the usual parties 
... 1 just thought...” 

“My wife doesn’t give a damn about my 
career,’ Bob said. “But that doesn’t mean 
she doesn’t care about me. It means that 
she’s accurate and honest. She loves parties 
and dinner dates when they involve our 
friends. She doesn’t go for so-called 
parties that are just camouflaged business 
deals, and she’s convinced that so far as 
my career’s concerned I'll make it on my 
own—on my ability as a performer— 
without her doing any dishonest butter- 
ing up. And I agree with her!” 


“Come with me, honey’”’ 


Two years ago, Bob did occasionally 
say to his wife, “It’s good for me to do 
this kind of thing, Joan. Come with me, 
honey, be charming to the editor” 
or the producer . . . or the disc jockeys. 
Not now. Today he knows he’ll make it 
on his ability as a performer—and if he 
doesn’t, he’s in the wrong business. 

“I'd just as soon Joan didn’t come along 
on these junkets,” he told the musician 
in San Francisco. “I'd rather be with her 
—hell, I enjoy her company more than 
that of anybody in the world. I like some 
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of these business people; I love her. But 
at a business party we can’t enjoy each 
other, I have to be hopping around yak- 
king with contacts—that’s why I’m there.” 

There was another night . . . another 
party . and Bob was alone. A gay, 
glamorous group of stars were gathered 
to welcome the editor of PHotropLay from 
New York. The talk was Hollywood. It 
was bright, witty and sophisticated. Bob 
gets around at a party. He likes people, 
he’s made a lot of friends. He talked with 
Doug McClure and Frankie Gorsen, 
fellows he used to see a lot—they knocked 
around together in the tough days, com- 
paring notes on the parts they didn’t get. 
He moved easily from group to group in 
the garden, in the patio, in the bar. One 
pretty redhead, another actor’s date, 
trailed along with him, and a blonde, a 
short, vivacious girl with an immense pouf 
hairdo, was never far from his side. 
Wherever Bob went, they went. And why 
not? Bob Conrad is one of the handsomest 
fellows in this town. He’s warm, he’s 
genial, he doesn’t have to work at it. The 
charm is there. You can see why a girl 
like Joan who was born to wealth, a girl 
who had everything all her young life, ran 
away and married him before he was 
seventeen. This guy Aas it. 

“Bob, I haven’t met your wife,” the 
editor said, thinking he’d missed her. 

“She isn’t here,” Bob answered evenly. 
“She’s beating her brains out in a philos- 
ophy class at Valley College.” 

And then he went on to say how Joan, 
who left high school to marry him, took 
the California college board exams last 
year and not only passed, she knocked ’em 
dead. Now she’s going to school three 
nights a week, taking one more major 
than is required and dragging down top 
grades in every class. Eventually, she'll 
take pre-law at UCLA and go on for a 
law degree. 

Bob’s very proud of Joan. She has a 
mind of her own and he likes that... 
loves that. He’s an intense individual, and 
so is she—she had to be to marry him 
over parental opposition. She had to be 
to have the strength to stay with him and 
build a marriage against all kinds of 


economic obstacles. Bob likes this because 
he has a very sound individualism himself. 
They each have their own interests and 
they follow them. “She’s not like some of 
these dames you see who dedicate them- 
selves to just following some star around. 
She’s intelligent and she’s legal-minded. 
Her dad’s a lawyer, her brother’s becom- 
ing one. Now that the children are in 
school, she has time to study.” 


They go their own ways 


So Bob and Joan go their own ways . 
Bob travels alone . . . goes to parties alone 
. . . took up Karate, a dangerous sport 
usually left to the bachelors . . . and a lot 
of people think that means their marriage 
is rocky and they’re pulling apart. It 
couldn’t be further from the truth. Their 
togetherness is the most important thing 
in life to both of them; they come back to 
each other with a great deal to share, with 
a great deal of love. They keep each 
other interested. They’re also sure enough 
of each other to give each other the most 
precious thing in life—freedom. If the 
people at the party had seen Bob and Joan 
at home—together—they would have 
understood this. Bob zipping Joan’s 
dress . . . Joan brushing her hair in the 
bedroom so Bob could shave in the bath- 
room ... all in the same apartment they 
had when there was only beans to eat. 

And the night of that PHoToPLAy party, 
Bob disappeared several times . . . four 
to be exact. Those on the lawn thought he 
was in the bar, those in the bar—the red- 
head and the blonde with the pouf hairdo— 
wandered about looking for him. He was 
in the den, phoning Joan. On these “gay, 
mad” evenings on the town, he always calls 
her... “to tell her what’s happening, to 
tell her I miss her, to touch the lifeline, 
the intimacy that’s been ours from the 
beginning, that makes it possible to 
weather the problems. Joan has lived with 
me for ten years, through some pretty 
difficult times and now through worse, she 
lives with me in an industry where em- 
barrassment is heaped on each individual, 
where a man is rumored interested in, or 
worse, having an affair with every actress 
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he knows, and/or including his best 
friend’s wife. 
“I neither condemn nor condone the 


mores of others. I think they’re very few 
really, whose conduct reflects unfavorably 
on the rest of us in this mythical kingdom 
of Hollywood. There are men who need 
many women in order to bolster their egos 
—half the time, they don’t remember the 
girl’s name afterward. But I’ve got a 
good ego to start with, I’m too sensitive 
for a quick relationship with a dame and 
sex alone would never be enough for me. 
Marriage is something that goes way 
beyond the flesh. Each human being has 
his own need for security. Mine depends 
on knowing that Joan’s with me. It’s great 
to have someone to lean on... it’s great 
to have someone lean on you. And there’s 
never a day that I don’t tell the children 
and my wife how I feel about them. I love 
them—and, believe me. I get love in 
return.” 

There was the time he was holding 
down three jobs in Chicago . . . delivering 
milk for the Bowman Dairy from 5 until 
2:30, working at a candy factory in Skokie 
from 4:30 to 9:30, and singing weekends 
at a little bistro in Glencoe—twenty-five 
bucks a weekend. The nights Bob sang, he 
didn’t get much sleep. Neither did Joan. 
She always waited up for him, always had 
a meal waiting. One Saturday morning. 
he got home at 4 A.M. exhausted. He 
didn’t have the strength to go out on his 
milk route. But milk drivers never miss. 
. . « What happened? Joan made the 
deliveries! 

“Not that it was unusual,” he says now. 
“My wife has done far more important 
things than that. She doesn’t care what 
I’m doing, delivering milk or acting in 
pictures, she’s always with me.” 

That’s why the rumors hurt so. The most 
recent—and most vicious—one linked him 
with Natalie Wood. She and R.J. had 
broken up—the reason, implied a colum- 
nist, Bob Conrad. Joan Conrad read it and 
was horrified at the cruelty that’s 
aimed at celebrities. She, Natalie, Bob and 
R.J. have been very close. They used to 
spend all their Sundays together, she and 
Natalie talking while the boys played 
tennis, all of them swimming, playing gin 
rummy and monopoly. Joan knew what 
was happening, was saddened by what was 
happening to Natalie and R.J. She and 
Bob held each other close and grieved for 
their friends’ broken marriage, for their 
suffering. For themselves, they were 
gentler than ever with each other, more 
grateful for their own happiness. 


*“*| wanted a man’s life’’ 


“My life started the day Joan and I got 
married,” Bob says. “I was a kid who’d 
had it too easy. I had no incentive and I 
craved incentive. Joan and the children 
are my roots. At ten, when other guys 
were climbing trees, I was thinking about 
having a family. By the time I was fifteen. 
dating bored me. I was young, but I 
wanted a man’s life. I got it. 

“We weren't like older lovers who'd 
developed ways of life and now had to 
adapt to each other. We just started grow- 
ing up together, learning about life to- 
gether. We had to be each other’s answer 
to everything.” 

There were some anxious moments . . . 
when Joan was pregnant the second time, 


Bob collected his paycheck on the docks 
the day before Christmas—and with it a 
lay-off notice. An older man might have 
kept a secret. to save face, not to spoil 
Christmas. Not Bob. He went home and 
told Joan. as he’s always told her every- 
thing straight. They never built up 
characters for each other or tried to be 
something they weren't. They never went 
to anyone else with their problems, just to 
each other because they had no one else. 
They never took financial help from any- 
one. even after their marriage was ac- 
cepted and they were at peace with both 
families. And when Bob announced that 
he was going to give up his milk job and 
take a try at Hollywood, it was something 
they had worked out. believed in together. 
Even if it did sound kookie to the rest of 
the world, Joan believed in her husband. 
What had sold her on Bob in the first place 
was that he was a good strong character 
with a mind of his own. They were friends 


as well as lovers. They were each the one | 


person who believed in the other. 

That’s why it promised to be such a kick 
to go back to Chicago last winter for the 
wedding of Joan’s sister. When they'd left 
four years ago, no one except themselves 
believed they'd have a chance. Bob was 
planning to drop in at the docks and at 
the milk company, he wanted to see the 
guys he used to work with. He wanted to 
spend time with his mother and Joan’s 
family, but everything went wrong. He got 
involved in business and in record pro- 
motion, and the vacation turned into a 
personal appearance tour. It was worse 
than being at home. At home, Joan and the 
youngsters could be spared. Now, away 
from home, they'd be with him coming 
out of a broadcasting studio and people 
would press forward to see the children 
... “Oh, the dears, and they’ve never been 
photographed.” . . . “Honey, tell us, what 
is your daddy like?” 

“What especially upset me is I didn’t 
get to see my old friends. Would they 
think I'd gone Hollywood? I like people 
and I like to be liked—but there are limits 
to time. Time is my big problem. Joan and 
I have no lazy time. My time is packed be- 
cause I’m fighting so hard to stay a jump 
ahead. Luckily, Joan understands what 
I’m aiming at. 

“We both are pretty tired of comments 
about us by people who don’t know us, 
who couldn’t possibly know.” Comments 
such as: Why does he hide his wife? . 
Why can’t Joan stand Bob’s friends? 

“Bunk. There’s no such thing, actually, 
as my friends and her friends. The friends 
we have are ours together . Connie 


Stevens . Poncie Ponce and his wife 
. . Vici and Roger Smith . . . Natalie 
soe Paton Price, the drama 


coach. As a matter of fact, every Sunday, 
we join a bunch of actors and their wives 
and kids at Price’s. Everyone chips in for 
breakfast and we stay all day. 

“Joan,” says Bob, “is what makes this 
sandbox such a ball for me.” 

And “sandbox” is just what his career 
is to him—a play yard, a game, a wonder- 
ful game in which he has a chance to 
become Prince Charming and finally give 
his princess her castle and all the trim- 
mings. That’s the truth about the Conrads. 

—JANE ARDMORE 


Bob can be seen in “Hawaiian Eye” every 


Wednesday on ABC-TV, 9-10 P.M. EST. 








OPPORTUNITIES 
FOR YOU 


For ad rates, write 
9S. Clinton, Chicago 6 


OF INTEREST TO WOMEN = (P.W.—Nov.’61) 


BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat- 
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For 
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 16111C, Glen- 
dale, California. “Canadians: 850 La Fleur, Montreal.” __ 
SPARETIME CASH MAKING quality, customized jewelry. 
Supply catalog 10c. Beautiful earring kit, instructions, catalog 
0c, Immerman & Sons, Dept. G-100, 1924 Euclid, Cleveland 

» Unio. 
$300 PAID FOR Your Child’s Picture by advertisers. Send 
small photo. (All ages). Returned. Print child’s, parent’s name, 
address. Spotlite, 1611-P LaBrea, Hollywood, California. _ 
525-600 WEEKLY possible, rewriting news items, Jokes, 

‘oems, Recipes for Wem ile Some worth $10 each. Details 
Free. Service, 81-F /, Knickerbocker Station, New York City. 
SECOND INCOME FROM Oil Can End Your Toil! Free 
Book And Oilfield Maps! National Petroleum, Panamerican 
Building, Miami 32, Florida. 


MAKE $25-$50 week, clipping newspaper items for publishers. 
Some clippings worth $5 each. Particulars Free, National, 
81-WM, Knickerbocker Station, New York City. 


SEW OUR READY cut aprons at home, spare time, Easy, 
profitable. Hanky Aprons, Caldwell 3, Arkansas. 


LADIES: EARN UP to $2.00 hour sewing babywear! No 
house selling! Send postcard to Cuties, Warsaw 1, Indiana. 
GOOD INCOME FROM home typing! Detailed information 
$1. Refundable. Ryco, 210 Fifth Ave., New York 10. 
WOMEN WANTED TO Assemble Jewelry At Home. Starco, 
60 W. Hays Banning, Calif. _ 7 SN aa dn ia 
HOME TYPING: $65 week possible! Details, $1. Treasurer, 
709 Webster, New Rochelle, N.Y. 


EARN $50.00 FAST, Sewing Aprons. Details Free. Redykut’s, 
Loganville, Wisconsin. 


AGENTS & HELP WANTED 


START NOW TO Earn Extra Xmas Money! Hundreds of 
ift items! Make up to 60% profit demonstrating famous 
ollywood cosmetics and gifts to your friends and neighbors. 

For free samples and full details send name to Studio Girl 

Cosmetics, Dept. 161112, Glendale, Calif., “Canadians: 850 

La Fleur, Montreal.’’ 

TEAR OUT THIS Ad, and mail with name, address for big 

box of home needs and cosmetics for Free Trial, to test in 
our home. Tell your friends, make money. Rush name, 

lair, Dept. 185EW, Lynchburg, Va. 






































EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
cree samete kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept.WP-111, Chicago 
, lilinois. 





EDUCATIONAL OPPORTUNITIES _ 


HIGH SCHOOL AT Home in spare time with 64-year-old 
school. No classes. Standard high school texts supplied. 
Single subjects if desired. Credit for subjects already com- 
pleted. Progress at own speed. Diploma awarded. Information 
booklet free . . . write today! American School, Dept. X874, 
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37. 
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home. Licensed teachers. 
Reprewee materials, Southern States Academy, Station E-1, 
Atlanta, Georgia. ries _ 

LEARN WHILE ASLEEP, self-hypnosis, prayer-plant ex- 
periments! Details, catalog Free, Research Association, Box 
24, Olympia, Washington. 


LOANS BY MAIL 


BORROW $100 TO $600 By Mail. Quick, Easy, Private. No 
Co-Signers. — in 24 small monthly payments. For the 
amount you want write today to Dial Finance Co., 410 
Kilpatrick Bldg., Dept. M-57, Omaha 2, Nebraska. 

NEW! BORROW $800. Anywhere. Increased Loan Limit. Air 
Mail Service. Postal Finance, 308 Francis Building, Depart- 
ment 63-Y, Louisville, Kentucky. ; teil 
MAIL LOANS—BORROW $50—$600 confidentially. Repay 
24 small monthly payments. State-Supervised. Write: World 
Finance Co., Dept. 101-A, 620 Symes Bidg., Denver 2, Colo 


STAMP COLLECTING 


GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE—Includes_ Triangles— 
Early United States—Animals—Commemoratives— British 
athe rugn Value Pictorials, etc. Complete Collection 
plus Big Illustrated Magazine all Free. Send 5c for postage, 
Gray Stamp Co., Dept. PC, Toronto, Canada. 


BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


GROW MUSHROOMS. CELLAR, shed and outdoors. Spare, 
full time, year round. We pay $4.50 Ib. dried. We have 31,000 
customers. Free Book. Mushrooms. Dept: 320, 2954 Admiral 
Way, Seattle, Wash. 
$3.00 HOUR—HOME, sparetime, assembling pump lamps. 
Easy. Free Details. Ougor 1, Caldwell, Arkansas. 


___ MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 
SONGWRITERS. NEW IDEAS needed for recording. Send 
songs, poems. Starcrest Recorders, 6602-B Lexington, Holly- 
wood 38, Calif. 


POEMS NEEDED IMMEDIATELY for Songs and Records. 
Our offer is best. Rush Poems. Songcrafters, 6145-A Acklen 
Station, Nashville, Tennessee. 


POEMS WANTED—FREE examination. Best recorded Free, 
7-piece orchestra. Melodies written. Free sample record, 
Send poems, Songmakers, 1472-Y Broadway, New York 36. 
POEMS WANTED FOR musical setting and recording. Send 
poems. Free examination. Crown Music, 49-PW West 32, 
New York, 

ACCORDIONS, CHORD ORGANS, Guitars! Save to 4. 
Free Catalog. Mention Instrument. Chicago Accordion 
Center, Chicago 22, : __ 

SONGS AND SONGPOEMS wanted! Mail to: Tin Pan Alley, 
Inc., P.O. Box 405, Radio City Station, New York 19, N.Y. 


OLD COINS WANTED 


WE BUY ALL rare coins. Complete catalogue 50¢. Fairview, 
Box 1116-C, New York City 8 
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We'll report to your papa. Don’t do that. 

Then there was Mamma, looking at her 
as if she were some sort of a freak, so that 
she began to examine herself in her dress- 
ing-table mirror through her own mother’s 
eyes. In the background, she’d see the 
white walls she must not smudge, the 
Empire armchair too ornate and expensive 
to climb on, and the green sofa on which 
the cushions must be kept just so. In the 
foreground she’d see her own image. Over- 
large almond eyes made even larger by the 
magnification of her eyeglasses. Big teeth. 
A puffed out lower lip. Frizzly black hair. 
Long, angular, awkward body. A freak 
at eleven, a mess. 

Later, in her teens, Papa spied on her. 
“You can’t marry him,” he told her, 
speaking of the boy she loved. “You're 
too young.” So one night when she was 
sixteen, while Papa, Mamma and _ her 
younger sister were out, she closed all the 
windows and turned on the gas jets in 
the kitchen to shut out their spying eyes 
once and for all. But they returned too 
soon and would not let her die. 

For two years they let her live with the 
boy she loved, hoping she’d get tired of 


him. But she didn’t, and when she was 
eighteen, they were married. 

Suddenly she was a movie star. Now the 
whole world was watching her, and she 
was glad. On the screen and off, she could 
do all the things Papa and Mamma never 
allowed her to do. Let them watch, let 
them all watch; she’d show them, she’d 
shock them, she’d shatter their silly rules. 

She divorced her husband, and went 
from man to man, married or single, fa- 
mous or unknown, as long as he attracted 
her, twisting each around her little finger, 
fooling them as she had never been able 
to fool Papa. 

But somehow, inside her head, Papa 
and Mamma were always there—watch- 
ing. The world called her beautiful, but 
when she’d look in her dressing-table 
mirror, she’d still see herself through 
Mamma’s eyes. “My nose is a very bad 
nose. It is not shaped well,” she’d say. 
“My mouth is not a good mouth. The lower 
lip is heavier and more swollen than other 
people’s.” 

She married again, and to this husband 
she bore a baby. For a little while she 
was happy. At least the child was a boy 
and that meant he could be free. But she 
tired of the novelty of the child. Having a 
baby and being twenty-six meant that she 
was getting old, she realized, and she 
cried, “In ten years, farewell to youth.” 
So she arranged for a nurse or her mother 
to watch over the baby. “I don’t see my 
child except for an hour or two on Sun- 
day,” she said. “I am in no sense a 
mother.” 

Her main concern, shortly after giving 
birth, was with her own looks. When a 
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reporter told her she was more beautiful 
than ever, she pressed him further, want- 
ing added assurance. 

Her husband insisted she give up her 
career and settle down and raise a large 
family. He hounded her on the set, ob- 
jecting to the love scenes she played, 
watching her every move. Watching . . . 
watching. .. . 

One night she tried to blank out the 
eyes of the watchers forever. In a deserted 
garden she swallowed a bottle of barbitu- 
rates and slashed her wrists. 

She woke up in a hospital. Three doctors 
were peering down, watching her intently. 
She fell asleep again. Much later when she 
opened her eyes, a nurse’s eyes were gazing 
into her own. That’s when she cried out, 
“T want to die. . . . Please let me alone.” 

Today her marriage has all but col- 
lapsed. Sometimes she thinks of going back 
to her first husband. Sometimes she 
searches for a new man, someone who will 
miraculously unlock the prison of her self 
and lead her safely into freedom past the 
suspicious, watchful, threatening eyes of 
the wardens and guards who are every- 
where. For Brigitte Bardot is sure that 
“someone is watching, spying on me, all 
the time.” 


Nightmares with her eyes open 


“Sex is ugly,’ our second beautiful 
woman feels. Not that she’s ever put this 
feeling in words, but the entire pattern 
of her life since she was fifteen bears it 
out. She is the Sex Symbol who’s afraid of 
sex, the Love Goddess who’s terrified by 
love. 

It was nice, that first kiss, sweet and 
gentle and yet exciting. She’d dated the 
boy before and liked him a lot. Now he’d 
walked her to her front door, taken her in 
his arms and pressed his lips to hers. It 
was different than she’d ever imagined, 
and she shivered even though his arms 
were warm around her. 

Then the door of her house burst open 
and her mother was standing there, 
screaming at the top of her lungs. “The 
things she called me and my date don’t 
bear repeating,” she’s recalled many times 
since. “I was never so embarrassed and 
mortified in my life. I remember trying 
to wash off some of the dirt I was sure 
had rubbed off on me.” 

But the stain of guilt, the feeling she’d 
done something dirty by letting a boy kiss 
her, wouldn’t be washed off. Her mother’s 
death from cancer a few years later, while 
she herself was out in Hollywood trying 
to become a movie star, did not free her 
from the conviction that in kissing the 
boy that night she had somehow sinned. 
It merely reinforced her feelings that she 
was bad. “Why wasn’t I home with mother 
instead of out here trying to get into the 
movies?” she asked herself. Now she 
blamed herself for her mother’s death. 

She began to feel the type of pains her 
mother had complained of before death— 
gnawing stomach pains—and she was con- 
vinced that she, too, would die of cancer, 
as her mother and grandmother had be- 
fore her. 

So she looked for a strong man, a hero, 
who would magically purge her feeling 
that sex was ugly, who would instantane- 
ously release her from her fear of death. 
Her first marriage, with an actor, lasted 
one year. Her second marriage, to a band- 
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leader, also was over in a year. Her third 
marriage, to a famous singer, ended in two 
years, although she didn’t get around to 
picking up the divorce decree until four 
years later. All her husbands had one 
thing in common: they were “strong” men 
... but they were not magicians. 

Having failed three times as a wife, 
she began to actively court danger. It was 
almost as if she were attempting to destroy 
her own beauty—and perhaps her own 
life. 

She sought out bullfighters as her boy- 
friends. While her latest lover risked his 
life in the bull ring, she watched hypno- 
tized from the stands, as if she herself 
were down there on the turf daring death 
to come closer and closer and closer. 

Once, tired of watching from the side- 
lines, she climbed on a horse and rode 
into the ring to fight a bull. The horse 
bolted and threw her to the ground. Her 
life was saved, but her cheek was seriously 
injured. The doctor who took care of her 
warned that she’d have to massage her 
cheek regularly or risk permanent dis- 
figurement. She ignored his instructions. 
Her beauty had brought her fame, adula- 
tion and money. It hadn’t brought her 
happiness. 

Not so long ago she went out to the 
bull fights at Madrid. It was early and she 
visited the pens where the bulls were 
housed before entering the ring. Through 
the fences she could see the savage, snort- 
ing animals. But she also could see some- 
thing else—a high, narrow foot-wide wall 
separating one pen from another. 

She scrambled up to the top and began 
walking along the wall. A foot or two 
below her the ferocious, head-tossing black 
bulls waved their horns. With a glazed 
smile, as if it made no difference whether 
she lived or died, she tiptoed along like a 
sleep-walker. At the far side she jumped 
down safely. 

That night she danced and drank until 
dawn. She poured liquor into herself— 
beer, boilermakers, bourbon, champagne 
and wine. Her fingers snapped and her 
heels tapped as she whirled in the intricate 
steps of the flamenco. Finally her partner 
slumped down in exhaustion, so she turned 
to another. And another. And another. 

When the sun rose, Ava Gardner went 
home. She had killed another night, the 
time when she could never sleep, the 
time when, if she were alone, she’d have 
nightmares with her eyes wide open. 
Dreams of her failures, and always the 
memory—the same horrible memory—of 
that night, years and years before, when 
she first found out from her mother that 
sex and love and tenderness are ugly. 


The things they whispered 


“Just once, just one time in my life, I 
want them to treat me like a lady,” our 
next tragic beauty prays. When she was a 
little child she heard the neighbors whis- 
pering behind her back, “Illegitimate. . . 
Illegitimate.” She didn’t know quite what 
the word meant then, but she didn’t ask 
her mother. Somehow she realized the word 
would hurt Mamma, and so she kept quiet. 

Later, when she found out what “illegiti- 
mate” meant, it didn’t matter. Now they 
called her something worse: “Little Skele- 
ton.” It meant they were so poor she 
never had enough to eat, so that the ribs 
showing through her skin made her look 








like a washboard. It meant something else, 
as she recalled years afterwards, “When 
I was little, I was dark and thin and ugly. 
To be ugly is the worst thing that could 
happen to a girl.” 

Being Little Skeleton meant nobody 
would ever marry her. She'd have to spend 
her life as a schoolteacher. To protect her- 
self from the pain she felt every time they 
called her “Illegitimate” or “Little Skele- 
ton,” she created a daydream which she 
was able to turn on in a second, just like 
switching on an electric light. In her dream 
she was beautiful, round where she was 
now flat, and no longer ugly. She was 
married to a wonderful man. He was rich 
and bought her dazzling clothes and spar- 
kling jewels. Whenever she walked along 
the street on his arm, she'd hear people 
whispering. “Isn’t she beautiful? She’s a 
great lady.” 

In time, part of her dream came true. 
She became beautiful, she got married and 
her husband showered her with jewels 
and gowns. Everywhere she went people 
recognized her. Sometimes she’d hear them 
whispering and she’d catch the word 
“beautiful.” But never the word “lady.” 
Instead they whispered “Bigamist!” 

When she’d met her future husband, he 
was still married to someone else, even 
though they'd been separated for years. He 
arranged for a Mexican divorce from his 
first wife, and then he married her. Her 
dream of happiness, of respectability, had 
been almost completely realized. 

Then the dream exploded into a night- 
mare. Her Church and the government of 
her country condemned her marriage as 
“gravely illicit” and labeled her and her 
husband “public sinners.” In addition to 
these denunciations, she and her husband 
were threatened by jail terms. 

Her husband took the only possible 
step. He arranged for their marriage to be 
annulled. That meant they’d no longer 
be man and wife. That meant that he’d still 
be married to his first wife, inasmuch as 
the church and state also didn’t recognize 
his original divorce. 

Now maybe the Church and the govern- 
ment would yield. Perhaps they’d annul 
his first marriage and leave them free to 
marry. Perhaps anyway, they were 
trying to do what was right, what was 
legal. 

Today she walks along the street again 
on the arm of the man who she prays may 
someday be her husband—forever. But no 
matter what happens, she will not leave 
him. She loves him and he loves her; that 
should be enough. But even as she strolls 
along, head held high, and people nod 
and bow to her, the famous actress, she 
hears their new whisper behind her back, 
“Adulteress,” and the word fuses with all 
the other names she’s been called, “Biga- 
mist... Little Stick . . . Adulteress.” 

“All my life ve fought to be respect- 
able,” she said recently, “but I never seem 
to make the grade!” Yet Sophia Loren still 
hopes, still dreams, that someday she and 
Carlo will walk down the street and hear 
the people whisper, “She’s a great lady.” 


Someone to kiss the past away 


“T guess | want love more than any- 
thing else in the world,” the fourth of our 
tragic beauties once wrote, and her whole 
life has been a search for that love. But 
a fruitless search for an impossible love. 
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A love that might fill the aching void 
of the father she’d never known, the man 
in the faded snapshot her mother once 
showed her, who looked “strong and manly 
—like Clark Gable.” 

A love that would make up for the love 
taken from her after her mother was com- 
mitted to an insane asylum, when she was 
just four years old. 

A love that was denied her when she 
was shuttled between orphanages and 
foster homes. A love that would wipe away 
the horrible memory of what one woman 
—one of the many foster-parents she lived 
with at one time or another—had said. 
“Stop calling me Mamma. I’m not your 
mamma. I’m not related to you at all. 
You just board here.” 

A love that could make her forget the 
bestial attack made upon her by a boarder 
in another foster home. An attack that 
causes her to cringe at dusk and darkness 
to this day. 

A love that would drive the twisted 
shapes and ugly phantoms of childhood 
from her mind, that could answer her 
pitiful question, “Who am 1? Who am 1?” 

A search for love. A search for herself. 
An impossible love. An elusive self. 

Each of the men she chose was “strong 
and manly—like Clark Gable”—and like 
her father. Each of the men was older than 
herself: her first husband was six years 
older; her second husband was twelve 
years older; her third husband was eleven 
years older. Her two closest friends in 
Hollywood—a talent scout who fell in 
love with her and a produce. who guided 
her career—were twenty-two and forty-six 
years older, respectively, than she. For 
each of these men she loved and admired 
she had the same pet name, “Daddy.” 

But each man—husband, friend, lover 
—“failed” her, as her own father had failed 
her years before. She went from marriage 
to marriage, from man to man, always 
searching for the prince on the white horse 
who with one kiss would wipe out her 
past completely. 

On the screen she was every man’s 
dream—seductive, warm, vibrant, confi- 
dent. Off the screen she was terrified, anx- 
ious, shaking, unsure. Sometimes she 
confused the reel with the real. In life 
she tried to play herself as she appeared 
in the movies, but instead of being the 
sexy seductress, she always ended up as 
the frightened little girl. 

Today she is thirty-five. A fateful year 
for any woman, a time when she counts 
her blessings—home, husband and chil- 
dren. But for this woman—childless, and 
husbandless—it is a tragic year. When 
glamour fades, it goes fast. This may be 
Marilyn Monroe’s last chance to catch the 
gold ring of love. Faster she whirls in 
desperation. Faster. Faster. Clutching 
frantically. “Who am I? . . . I guess I 
want love more than anything else in the 
world.... Who am I? . . . want love. . 
I... want love... .” 


The unavailable man 


The tragedy of our fifth beautiful woman 
is that she can’t accept the fact that she’s 
beautiful at all. Now twenty-eight, she’s 
been pursued, proposed to and _ proposi- 
tioned by more men than she can remem- 
ber. But she can’t accept the fact that they 
really want her. In her own mind she’s 
still a gangling, unappealing adolescent. 


“Not many people can understand what it 
is like to be fourteen and have pimples,” 
she says. “The boys used to wait for me to 
show up at high school, not to make passes, 
just to laugh.” 

“Just to laugh”—even when a man tells 
her “I love you” she’s sure he’s secretly 
laughing at her. “Any man who asks me 
for a date has first known me through 
publicity,” she says. “Therefore, the kind 
of man who is attracted to me is strictly 
for laughs, and the kind of wonderful man 
I'm looking for wouldn’t dream of dating 
me. 

Even the facts surrounding her birth 
add up to a bad joke. Her parents were so 
determined she’d be a boy that they’d 
prepared only boys’ names ahead of time. 
When she turned out to be a girl, and a 
left-handed girl at that, they didn’t hide 
their disappointment. 

In school she retired moodily into her- 
self. So the teachers held her up to ridicule 
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and laughter. Today she recalls, “I was 
always in the last row or next-to-last row 
...1 was seated with the jerks.” 

From a skinny, anemic girl she blos- 
somed overnight into a beauty. First she 
took a modeling job and then she was 
discovered by Hollywood. 

From the beginning they treated her as 
if she didn’t exist as a person. She was 
someone to train, develop, exploit and 
laugh at. “Laugh at” because she mumbled 
her lines, fumbled her cues, bumbled 
through her scenes. 

But her face was hauntingly beautiful 
and her hour-glass figure was the kind 
women envied and men stared at, so they 
stuck with her and slowly she learned to 
be an actress. Yet even as she sat in the 
balcony of a theater and watched herself 
down below on the screen, she couldn’t 
believe that the girl there was really her. 
When the audience around her laughed 
at a funny action or line of hers in the 
picture, she was certain they were laugh- 
ing at her, the girl, rather than at her, 
the actress. 

With the men she’s met it’s been a varia- 
tion on this same theme. They’ve been at- 
tracted to her, she is convinced, because 
she’s famous, because of her phony glam- 
our, and not because of herself. 

Who could really love me? she must 
think to herself. The girl with the pimply 
face. The freak in the back row. The girl 
who should have been a boy. 

She cannot trust her own feelings. Love 
someone and he’ll be disappointed in you. 
Reveal yourself to someone and he’ll laugh 
in your face. Depend on someone and 


he’ll let you down. It happens every time. 

Many times she’s tiptoed close to the 
brink of marriage, and then scurried back 
before taking the plunge. Recently, a col- 
umnist wrote, “Kim Novak is a Hollywood 
spinster at twenty-eight.” An item to be 
read, laughed off and dismissed. But not 
for this beauty to whom life is a bunch 
of laughs—all directed against herself. 


The girl who was never young 


Our last tragic beauty is a girl who never 
was young. When she was six years old, 
she was offered a Hollywood contract. Her 
father objected. “I had found a good job,” 
he says, “and the house was almost paid 
for, and I thought it was wrong to turn 
her into an actress when she was so young. 
I felt that if she wanted to be an actress, 
there would be time later. Then, it was 
time for her to enjoy being young.” 

But the child begged, sulked and cajoled, 
and finally she had her own way. She had 
stars in her eyes, she was determined to 
be an actress, so when other youngsters 
were just going into the first grade, she al- 
ready was making pictures. Not that she 
didn’t go to school, too, but her classroom 
was a roofless alcove at the side of a set. 
During playtime she swung on ropes that 
supported the cameras. There were no 
kids her own age around, so she drafted 
Bing Crosby, Jimmy Stewart and Jane 
Wyman to join in her games. 

The funny thing (or maybe it wasn’t so 
funny) was that even though she was older 
than her age and her companions were all 
adults, the studio insisted she look younger 
that she was. She was a child star and they 
wanted to keep her that way. When she 
started seventh grade, she went to a public 
school—Van Nuys Junior High—for the 
first time. Yet she had to dress like an 
eight-year-old, with frilly dresses, white 
ribbons and pigtails, while some of the 
other girls were already wearing lipstick 
and trying on high heels. 

For a week she stood up under her class- 
mates’ laughter and ridicule. Then she re- 
belled. Off came the frills, on went a 
sweater and skirt. Off came the pigtails to 
be replaced by a short, smart haircut. Off 
came the ribbons, on went the lipstick. 

By the time she finished high school 
she had had more dates, gone to more 
night clubs, and been exposed to more 
facets of life than are most women in a 
lifetime. But her driving ambition, her de- 
sire to be the “best actress in the world,” 
discouraged many a boy who thought that 
a date with her would be great fun. 

One evening, for instance, she and her 
date drove up into the Hollywood hills. 
They parked the car, he flipped on the 
radio and twirled the dial until Elvis’s 
voice came out full and strong, and she 
put her head on his shoulder. 

“What are you thinking about?” he 
asked. 

For a moment she was silent. 

“I’m thinking,” she said quietly, “about 
how I'll play that scene tomorrow morn- 
ing.” 

The boy sighed in defeat, turned on the 
dashboard light and stuck the ignition key 
in the slot. “I'll take you home,” he said. 

“Good,” the girl replied, “I’ve still got 
some lines to memorize.” 

There were other obstacles to discourage 
any boy with romance on his mind or love 
in his heart. Publicity men who came along 
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on dates. Photographers who popped up 
at the most unexpected times. Once a 
writer and a still cameraman actually ac- 
companied her and a boy when they went 
to a marriage chapel. In due time the en- 
tire episode appeared in print under the 
title, “I Got Cold Feet at the Altar.” 

Anything for publicity and anything for 
kicks. She had dates every night in the 
week. When other girls were first going 
steady, she’d been “engaged to be en- 
gaged” many times. She’d grown up fast, 
driven fast, fell for a boy fast and dropped 
him even faster. 

Then. faster than fast, she fell in love 
and got married. She knew everything 
except how to be a wife. “Oh, I’m very 
domestic,” she said. “I know how to call 
Room Service.” 

Not that she didn’t try to make a go 
of it; she tried very hard. She drew the 
cloak of privacy around her marriage and 
wouldn’t let anyone—the studio, writers, 
photographers, publicity people—peek 
through. She learned to cook. She went 
with her husband everywhere, and they 
were hardly ever separated. He was an 
actor, too, and she encouraged him as 
much as she could. 

Maybe that’s where the trouble started 
—with their careers. After their wedding, 
her career zoomed and his career zagged. 
The monster she’d created came back to 
haunt her. She’d sacrificed everything— 
including her own childhood, in attempting 
to become the “best actress in the world,” 
and in the process had lost her husband. 

Today, at twenty-two, Natalie Wood’s 
career is at its zenith, but her marriage is 
a shambles—the tragic fate of the girl 
who was never young. 


Why the tragedy? 


These are six stories that began so dif- 
ferently. What lies behind the tragedies of 
these beautiful women—Natalie Wood, 
Marilyn Monroe, Kim Novak, Sophia 
Loren, Ava Gardner and Brigitte Bardot— 
that makes them end so alike, so unhap- 
pily? Why, since the days of silent movies, 
have beautiful women been haunted by 
this same Hollywood tragedy? 

First there is this—that they are so beau- 
tiful. They are adored, admired and 
idolized. They can grow to expect this 
adoration and admiration, to depend on it 
as an addict depends on drugs. Yet, like a 
narcotics addict, they can be slaves to their 
own beauty. In many cases this may be all 
they have. If their beauty fades, they are 
dead in life. 

A goddess, traditionally, is to be loved 
but she can not love in return. So it is 
with a goddess of the screen. She can con- 
fuse the glamorous projection of herself 
which she sees on the screen with her own 
real personality. Maria Schell, a beautiful 
woman herself, says, “There’s something 
terribly sad about being an actress. You 
work in very close quarters with someone 
for a month, kissing him and trying to ex- 
press yourself from the heart. Eventually 
who can tell what the reality of the situa- 
tion is? If you give yourself to a part, 
you have to believe it yourself. It’s like a 
series of love affairs, all ending sadly.” 

The beautiful star confuses and is con- 
fused by the three roles she must play: 
the actress on the screen, the public per- 
sonality the press agents create for her 
and the person she really is. To be success- 


ful, she must subjugate her real, true 
self to her screen and public image. When 
she is working, she works very hard for 
long hours and must be separated from 
those she needs or loves. When she is not 
working, she must always face the possibil- 
ity that she is slipping, that she may be 
sliding out of public favor into obscurity 
—and this she cannot bear, despite the 
consequences, the hardships of being in the 
public eye. 

Her life is seldom her own. Once, when 
Marilyn Monroe tried to get away from 
the cameras and the crowds for a rest, 
she thought she had finally found privacy. 
Then someone saw her on the private 
beach where she was staying, and he told 
another, and the second told a third, and 
so it went. “People just stared at me,” 
Marilyn recalls. “One man kept saying, 
‘Just let me look, just let me look.’ I went 
to the beach and everybody stared and 
wanted to take pictures.” 

Yet fame was not forced upon any of 
the beautiful women you have read about. 
In Hollywood there are other women who 
may be as beautiful and as talented—yet 
they are as unknown as these six women 
are famous. Often it is only the determina- 
tion—driving, often clawing, always all- 
consuming—that makes the difference, that 
makes the star. 

Each of these six had that determina- 
tion. She had to become a movie star. Why? 
There was the desire to escape from pov- 
erty; or the wish to run away from bore- 
dom; or most of all, the need to be 
absorbed into an unreal world so as to 
forget the real world, of a broken home or 
an unhappy childhood. 

Once she becomes a star, a woman is 
subjected to every outside tension possible: 
her privacy is invaded; she is an object 
of curiosity, permanently on display. 

Yet inside, within her head and her 
heart, she may still dream of the warmth 
and love she’s never had. And like a child 
—a hurt, rejected child—she may demand 
attention and be incapable of giving atten- 
tion in return; she may search for love 
and not know how to give love. 

That is her fate. That is her tragedy. 

—Jar LYLE 


Sophia Loren will soon be seen in “El 
Cid,” A.A. Brigitte will be in 20th’s “Only 
for Love.” Kim Novak’s next will be 
“Notorious Landlady,” Col. And Natalie 
Wood’s in “West Side Story” for U.A. 
and in Warners 


“Splendor in the Grass.” 
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again, though.’ And really, Mr. Howard, 
I just knew he wouldn’t call after a turn- 
down like that,” she stated, “but gosh, 
two nights later he did call me again. 
He asked for a date and I said yes. He 
and several of his friends picked me up 
in his black Cadillac limousine, and we 
drove down Main Street past the Strand 
Theater where they were putting up a 
special front for the premiere of his pic- 
ture, ‘Loving You.’ 

“After a while, we headed back out 
toward Whitehaven, and Elvis called Chen- 
ault’s, his favorite restaurant, on the car 
phone and asked them to have the private 
dining room ready in fifteen minutes. 
When we got to Chenault’s my hamburger 
and Elvis’ special—a cheeseburger with 
bacon instead of the hamburger meat, and 
all the trimmings—were already fixed and 
waiting for us.” 

Two nights later, Elvis phoned for an- 
other date. He and his buddies picked 
up Anita shortly before midnight—in his 
white Continental—and whisked her to the 
Strand Theater for a special midnight 
screening of “Loving You.” 

Three days later, Anita received her 
first invitation to dinner at Graceland. The 
dinner, prepared by Gladys Presley her- 
self, consisted of sauerkraut, hot dogs, 
black-eyed peas, tomatoes, potatoes and 
a huge coconut cake. Anita got another 
first that night—her first present from 
Elvis. It was a pink and black stuffed 
poodle which she still cherishes. 

For several weeks, Elvis and Anita dated 
practically every night. Then it was time 
for him to leave for a personal appearance 
tour in the Northwest, and for Anita to go 
to New Orleans for the regional finals of 
the Hollywood Star Hunt. Their goodbye 
at the railroad station was well covered 
by the press. That was the now-famous 
goodbye at which Anita and Elvis kissed 
and he gave out the quote that, indeed, 
Anita was his “Number one girl.” 


She didn’t know how 


I can report what happened next for 
a very simple reason—I went to New 
Orleans, too. I had been asked by Ameri- 
can Broadcasting-Paramount Theaters 
Inc. to be a judge for the Star Hunt 
finals. I can tell you how genuinely happy 
and excited Anita was when she won the 
contest and the year’s contract for movies, 
night-club appearances and TV shows that 
went with it. But I can also tell you that 
once the contest was over, and I walked 
her back to her hotel, she wondered about 
only one thing—how Elvis would really 
feel about her winning. She wished out 
loud that she could call him and tell him 
about it, but she didn’t know how to reach 
him. 

I can tell you how her eyes lighted up 
when we reached the hotel and the desk 


clerk told her there was a long-distance 
phone call for her from Spokane, Wash- 
ington. There was only one person she 
knew in Washington—Elvis Presley. 

When she told him the news, Elvis said, 
“T told you all along you’d win, honey. 
It’s wonderful ... I’m so glad! My little 
girl’s gonna be a movie star.” 

For a while, it looked as if Elvis was 
right. AB-PT Pictures flew Anita to Holly- 
wood for a screen test and then cast her 
in two pictures. Neither of them was ever 
made, though—the company went out of 
business. But Anita had sufficient com- 
pensation, Elvis was in Hollywood, too. 
He was delighted to show “his little girl” 
the town. 

It was then the rumors that Elvis and 
Anita would wed first began. They began 
with Elvis’ second gift to Anita. No stuffed 
animal, this second gift, but a diamond 
and sapphire ring. When I heard about 
it back in Memphis, I telephoned Anita. 

“How did you know?” she gasped. But 
I wasn’t telling! 

“Oh,” she went on, “it’s just beautiful! 
There’s a diamond in the center and eight- 
een sapphires clustered around it. But it’s 
not an engagement ring or anything like 
that, Mr. Howard. It’s just a friendship 
ring ... honestly ... I’m wearing it on 
my right hand.” 

A few months later, on March 24, 1958, 
when Elvis went into the Army, Anita’s 
tears and kisses mingled on his cheek. 
Like his mother and father, Anita later 
went to Ft. Hood in Texas to be with 
him as much as possible during basic 
training. She spent so much time there, 
the marriage rumors cropped up all over 
again. 

I happened to be in New York in June, 
1958, while Anita was there to make a 
record for Am-Par and to audition for 
Andy Williams’ summer TV show. Over 
Cokes in the grill of the Edison Hotel, I 
decided not to beat around the bush. 
Straight off I asked her about the marriage 
rumors. 

She was just as straight with her an- 
swer. “Oh, we can’t get married now. We 
both have too much to do. With Elvis go- 
ing to Germany and me really just getting 
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started with my career, neither of us is 
ready to get married.” 

“Then what about all the time you’ve 
been spending at Ft. Hood?” 

“Really,” she replied, “I saw very little 
of Elvis in Texas. He hardly ever got off 
the post. Luckily, I met these wonderful 
people, Sgt. Bill Norwood and his wife, 
and they invited me to stay at their house 
on the post. But I still didn’t see much 
of Elvis—sometimes I only saw him for 
five minutes at a time. And we couldn’t 
go anywhere, even on the post, without 
being mobbed.” 

Evidently seeing Elvis for five minutes 
at a time was so important to Anita that 
even after she got the job on Andy’s TV 
show, she spent four days out of every 
week at Ft. Hood and flew to New York 
for rehearsals and the TV show. 


“If only he would ask me .. .’’ 


When, on August 14, 1958, Elvis’ mother 
suddenly died, Anita immediately flew to 
his side. When Elvis was shipped to Ger- 
many, Anita bade him goodbye. And I 
remember how desperately she wanted to 
go with him. In fact, only her good judg- 
ment kept her from going. A movie maga- 
zine had a trip all arranged with Lufthansa, 
the German Airline, but she regretfully 
turned it down when Elvis said no. 

“Oh Lord,” she sighed plaintively, “if 
only he would ask me to come over!” But 
Elvis was doing his best to live the life 
of an ordinary soldier, and an ordinary 
soldier didn’t invite his girl across the 
ocean as if it were across the street. And 
Anita, I had been noticing for some time. 
was becoming more and more mindful of 
Elvis’ wishes in everything she said and 
did. Yes, she turned down the trip to 
Germany, but I know how often during 
the next months she regretted the neces- 
sity for such a decision—especially when 
almost every magazine and newspaper car- 
ried a story linking Elvis with various 
German girls. 

During the next few months, I saw 
Anita only once, and that when she was 
fulfilling a singing engagement at the 
Swan Room in New Orleans. She had a 
gorgeous new wardrobe, a sophisticated 
coiffure and a new act—all provided by 
AB-PT Inc. But in spite of the new glam- 
our that surrounded her, it was easy to see 
her heart was no longer in her career. 

A few months before Elvis’ scheduled 
release from the Army in March, 1960, 
Anita returned to Memphis, glad to be 
free of the AB-PT Inc. contract she had 
once worked so hard to earn. She took 
a job as disc jockey with Memphis radio 
stationWHHM and settled down—to wait 
for Elvis. 

Just before he returned, I took her to 
lunch in a quiet place where we could 
talk. “Is it true,” I asked her, “that you 
and Elvis are going to be married as soon 
as he gets home?” 

“Who told you that?” she asked wide- 
eyed. 

“Oh, I just heard it,” I said. 

“Man!” she exclaimed. “I wish I could 
hear it.” 

From several things she said, I gathered 
that she and Elvis had discussed marriage, 
but that Elvis and/or Colonel Parker, his 
manager, felt he should get his career back 
in full swing again before entering—pub- 
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licly, at least—such an entangling alliance 
as marriage. 


Stay out of sight... 


Anita also made it clear that she would 
do nothing to hamper Elvis’ efforts to re- 
establish himself—regardless of her per- 
sonal feelings. 

“No,” she said, “I’m not going to New 
York to meet him, nor am I going to the 
train station in Memphis when he comes 
in. ’'m just about to die waiting to see 
him, but there’ll be fans and reporters 
and photographers all over the place. It'll 
be a blast. If I were there, it would be too 
much like putting him on the spot, you 
know. 

“But I'll be waiting for him, just like 
I have been ever since he left. Pll stay out 
of sight that first day or night.” 

“Have you been dating anyone else?” 
[ asked. 

“Well, I have some because Elvis said 
he wanted me to. But golly, that boy sure 
must have a lot of spies. It seems like 
every time I do date someone else he calls 
me up from Germany and says, ‘What’s 
this I hear about you dating so-and-so? 
Sure I want you to date, but not that guy!’ 
I’m crazy about Elvis, but oh, he is a 
rascal.” 

Anita was talking freely. so I asked, 
“Would you like to marry that rascal?” 

Her answer was direct. She said, “Yes!” 

But when I asked if he had popped the 
question, she said, “No comment.” And 
when I asked, “Are you willing to wait 
for him?” (after all, she’d already been 
waiting three years) she replied with a 
touch of defiance, “Well, I don’t know how 
much longer I'll be around. After all, I’m 
going on twenty-three. I haven’t got all 
the rest of my life!” 

That was almost two years ago, and 
Anita is still waiting . . . and waiting. . 
and waiting... . 

Many fans, columnists and magazine 
writers, taking Elvis’ reported post-Army 
romances with Juliet Prowse, Tuesday 
Weld, Nancy Sharp and his latest co- 
star, Anne Helm, seriously, have probably 
assumed that Anita Wood is completely 
out of the Presley romance picture. The 
home-town folks know better. 

Anita has even given up her disc jockey 
job and is working as secretary to one of 
Elvis’ old friends, Paul Schaffer, operations 
manager of the Malco Theater circuit. 
And when Elvis comes home between films. 
Anita is the girl he sees first, last and in 
between. During one of his recent stays 
in Memphis, Anita was with Elvis so much 
that she was rumored to have married him 
and moved into Graceland. The rumor still 
persists. 

As always, when marriage rumors pop 
up, I asked Anita about them. 

“Oh, no,” Anita assured me. “I stay 
with Louise, the wife of Elvis’ cousin Gene 
Smith. They have a house in Whitehaven, 
and she likes to have somebody with her 
because Gene travels so much with Elvis, 
you know.” 

“When (I no longer ask IF) will you 
and Elvis marry?” I asked. 

“Well, heavens,” Anita replied, “I just 
don’t have any idea. You know how Elvis 
is. 

“You’re sure you’re not already mar- 
ried?” 


“No, Mr. Howard,” she insisted. (She 
still calls me Mister Howard, although we 
have known each other for eight years 
and there aren’t that many generations 
between us.) “People keep coming up to 
me and asking me that question all the 
time lately. But we’re not. I guess they get 
that idea because we’re always together 
when he’s here in Memphis. You know 
me, I’ll do anything to be with him. Gosh, 
I’ve hardly slept since he got home this 
time. But when he has so little time at 
home, the least I can do is give up a little 
sleep to be with him. I can sleep when 
he’s gone.” 


Midnight courtship 


Anita isn’t fooling when she says she 
doesn’t get much sleep when Elvis is in 
town. To give you an idea why, here’s a 
typical evening: First they played records 
at Graceland from late evening till about 
11:30 P.M. Then they went to the Memphis 
Theater, which Elvis had rented for a 
private showing of “Wild in the Country” 
and “Al Capone.” When the show was over 
at 4:15 A.M., they went to McKeller Lake 
where they zoomed around in Elvis’ six- 
teen-foot boat until after the sun came up. 
Elvis then went home to sleep. Anita had 
to be at work at 9:00 A.M. 

Another night Elvis rented the entire 
Fairgrounds Amusement Park from 11:00 
P.M. to 3:30 A.M. for himself, Anita and 
a flock of friends. Other nights he rents 
the Rainbow Roller Rink after its closing 
hour. 

But more and more lately, Elvis and 
Anita have been enjoying quiet times to- 
gether without Elvis’ once ever-present 
pals. When Bobby (Red) West, perhaps 
Elvis’ closest friend, married Presley’s 
secretary, Pat Boyd, recently, Elvis and 
Anita attended the ceremonies with Vernon 
Presley and his wife, Dee. In fact, Elvis, 
Anita and his dad and stepmother have 
become a frequent foursome in Memphis. 
On Elvis’ first night home after finishing 
“Blue Hawaii,” the foursome was admitted 
through the back entrance of Loew’s State 
by Elvis’ former boss Arthur Groom to see 
“The Young Savages.” 

The only remnants of Anita’s once-prom- 
ising singing career are the charity shows 
she so generously lends her talents to, 
and the few records she had made for 
Sun, the Memphis record company that 
launched Elvis’ career. 

“None of my records has done anything 
yet,’ she told me the other day, “I’m go- 
ing to try to promote my new ones—after 
Elvis leaves town and I catch up on my 
sleep.” Then she looked at me and added, 
“One of them is called ‘I'll Wait Forever.’ 
Gosh, Mr. Howard, doesn’t that sound 
just like me... ?” —Epwin Howarp 


Elvis Presley stars in Paramount’s “Blue 
Hawaii,” U.A.’s “It’s a Wonderful Life.” 
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Continued from page 53 


“unless Mrs. Lawford agrees, of course.” 
Finkelstein turned toward Pat as she 
reached the plane and asked if she would 
pose. All at once there was a swish. The 
photographer turned and caught Janet 
and Jeanne scampering into the airliner. 
Then there was a swoosh. That was Pat, 
breezing by to make tracks into the plane. 

Then the plane roared off. 

When they arrived in France, Janet and 
Jeanne went to the Hotel DuCap (spelled 
with P as in pig) in Cap d’Antibes, while 
Pat Lawford headed to meet Peter in 
Paris, just as Janet had said she would. 

And just as Papa Joe Kennedy had 
said, not a single Clan member veered 
toward his villa. Had Jack and Jackie 
gotten their message across the sea? 
Again, no one was talking. However, one 
thing was certain—The Clan would have 
to wait for Princess Grace’s Red Cross 
gala for a good, old-fashioned Hollywood 
get-together. 


Tragedy interrupts 


But for some of The Clan this was not 
to be. Tragedy interrupted the holiday. 
A phone call from Beverly Hills from 


Tony Curtis to his wife flashed the shock- 
ing news that Janet Leigh’s father was 
dead—a suicide. (For the full, tragic 
story, see page 51.—Editor.) 

Meanwhile, Frank Sinatra and Dean 
Martin took off from London, suddenly and 
without warning, on a jet for New York. 

On their arrival in the States, a re- 
porter prodded Frank for an explanation 
as to why he never made it to Joe Ken- 
nedy’s villa. 

“That’s what the idiots said,” snapped 
Sinatra. 

“Yeah, we never intended to go to the 
Riviera,’ chimed in Dean, apparently 
unaware that Janet Leigh had gone to 
great pains a few days earlier, at the very 
same airport, to explain how she and 
Martin’s wife were doing nothing else but 
going to the Riviera. 

Across the country, 3,000 miles away, 
Janet Leigh finally reached Los Angeles 
Airport. She stepped out of the plane and, 
supported by Jeanne Martin, came down 
the ramp into her waiting husband’s arms. 

“Please, please,” muttered Janet to re- 
porters, “I have nothing to say.” 

The date was August 14th. 

On the following day, another message 
of ill tidings crackled across the Atlantic. 
This call was to Peter and Patricia Law- 
ford—from Los Angeles. Their six-weeks- 
old daughter, Robin Elizabeth, had been 
taken to the hospital for surgery. 

The news reached them just as they 
landed at London Airport on a flight from 
the Riviera, bound for home. 

“This is news to me,” Lawford said. 

Patricia gasped. 

They rushed to phone the hospital and 
gave their sanction for the operation. Then 


Pat put in a call to the White House to 
talk with her brother, the President of the 
United States. When she emerged from 
the lounge, Pat was in tears. 

“My baby is undergoing an operation 
in five or six hours,” she said. 

Asked if it was serious, she responded, 
“It’s-serious enough.” But, luckily, Robin 
Elizabeth came through in fine shape. 

Shortly after that, word leaked out of 
the White House that President Kennedy 
was privately miffed about his _brother- 
in-law Peter’s role in “Advise and Con- 
sent”—the role of a Senator of question- 
able morals. 

So ends the story of The Clan’s summer 
vacation on the Riviera. Not a very happy 
ending, filled with disappointments, dis- 
illusionment, death and dilemma. 

Perhaps the furor over The Clan can 
be reduced to its proper perspective by 
someone who really knows—Lauren Bacall, 
one of its charter members in the days 
when the group was “The Rat Pack,” and 
her husband Bogie was King. 

Lauren, the first den mother of The Rat 
Pack, says disdainfully: “So far as I’m 
concerned The Rat Pack dissolved itself 
automatically in 1956. I don’t recognize 
the present group at all—and I’m sure it’s 
mutual. 

“I'd like to keep it that way—no guilt 
by disassociation. I think their pleasures 
are simple—simple-minded. Any _ color 
they may have escapes me because I think 
it’s pretty manufactured.” 

That’s Lauren’s opinion. Do Jack and 
Jackie share her thoughts? No one can say 
for certain, but we’ve given you all the 
facts ... and we'll let the facts speak for 
themselves. —GeEorcE CARpPozi 
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Joan Fontaine, Lucille Ball, Kirk Douglas, 
Laurence Harvey, Danny Thomas, Groucho 
Marx, Keely Smith, Yul Brynner, Jerry 
Lewis, Milton Berle, Bob Wagner, George 
Jessel, Shirley Jones, Merle Oberon and 
Edward G. Robinson, to mention just a few 
—had squeezed into their seats at the ring- 
side tables. But almost at once, they were 
up and down and all around, greeting and 
chatting with each other. 

The plain, ordinary, garden-variety of 
non-celebrities pressed forward to stare at 
the stars. Close on their heels came an 
army of official and unofficial photogra- 
phers. Late arrivers kept pushing in 
through the doors until it appeared that the 
walls of the Grove would burst everyone 
out into the streets. 

Some of the braver souls tried to dance 
to the music of Dick Stabile’s orchestra, 
but for each couple it was like treading 
water in a fish bowl. They were hemmed 
in by extra tables and by scurrying waiters 
who had given up on trying to get food 


drinks to the very thirsty patrons—and 
those were many. 

The whole atmosphere was one of con- 
fusion, almost chaos. A milling, partly 
hostile, unruly mob: two quick strikes 
against Eddie. 

He began his first song while threading 
his way through close-packed tables and 
past pushing waiters. When he reached 
the place where Liz was sitting, the ap- 
plause of the crowd, which already had 
made it difficult to hear the first few bars 
of his song, now drowned out his words 
completely. It was as if the audience—or 
at least a part of it—was saying, by means 
of handclaps and cheers, “We're behind 
you all the way, Eddie, and we’re glad 
Liz is with you and well.” 

But Liz wasn’t well and she shouldn’t 
be there. Eddie knew this, and Liz knew 
this, and Dr. Rex Kennamer, who'd es- 
corted her to the opening, knew this most 
of all. She’d been exhausted after her 
State Department junket to Russia. Then, 
just a few days before, there’d been that 
operation on her throat to remove the scar 
resulting from her tracheotomy in Eng- 
land, an operation that had been performed 
for necessity’s sake, as well as beauty’s. 
For, in her own words before going to the 
hospital, the scar “throbbed like a heart 
beat.” 


The mob pushed closer . . . closer 


So even though she should have been 


orders straight and were just bringing — home in bed, she was there at ringside to 


give Eddie moral support. She knew how 
important this engagement was to him. of 
course, but more than that, as she herself 
previously had said, “If I’m not out in 
the audience to watch him every night, I 
sit back in the wings. His voice thrills me. 
I never miss a performance.” 

She’d been so sure that she was strong 
enough to stand the opening night ex- 
citement. After all, she’d left the Cedars of 
Lebanon Hospital a day earlier than 
scheduled, and in high spirits and humor 
she’d sent a columnist a funny wire invit- 
ing her to Eddie’s premiere performance. 
Referring back to her recent Dior-gown 
mixup with Gina Lollobrigida in Moscow, 
she’d wired, “I would appreciate an ad- 
vance idea of what each of the ladies 
plans to wear. Purely a_ precaution. 
(Signed) Elizabeth Taylor Fisher.” 

She had expected there’d be a crowd 
at the Grove, but not a mob—and a push- 
ing, pressing mob, at that. Everything had 
been all right until she’d reached her 
seat. She’d swept down the stairs into the 
main room of the Grove, leaning on Dr. 
Kennamer’s arm. Her face was slightly 
pale and her neck was bandaged (for once 
she wore no necklace), but outside of that 
there was no indication anything was 
wrong. Her slinky bugle-beaded white 
gown glistened in the glare of flashbulbs, 
and her long, dangling earrings gleamed 
under the newsreel camera lights. At her 
entrance, people climbed up on their 
chairs to get a better look. 

When she was seated, the mob, headed 
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by the cameramen, closed in on her like 
ants drawn to a lump of sugar. For almost 
half an hour she was surrounded by a 
shoving mass of photographers, dancers 
and gawkers. At one point Liz put her hand 
to her throat—she still had a wire in it 
from her most recent operation and turned 
her head only with great pain—and gasped, 
“T can’t breathe. I can’t breathe. Get back 
—please, get back.” 

A few spectators in the front of the 
mob tried to back up. But those behind 
them kept pressing forward and soon Liz 
was lost again in a suffocating mass of 
humanity. 

Finally, Dr. Kennamer helped her up. 
and they slowly made their way out of 
the room. Outside, she rested and was 
given special medication. Later, when the 
lights were dimmed, she slipped back to 
her table. 

Now, as the applause thundered around 
them, Eddie looked at Liz and Liz looked 
at Eddie. They didn’t say a word to each 
other. They didn’t have to. That one look 
said it all. 

Eddie began his song again and con- 
tinued toward the stage. When he reached 
a ringside table that jutted out into the 
dance floor with its other end almost 
touchimg the apron of the raised stage, he 
faltered and hit a flat note, the first of 
many he was to deliver during the course 
of the evening. At this table sat the mem- 
bers of The Clan. 

These were his friends—Frank Sinatra, 
Dean Martin, Peter Lawford, Joey Bishop 
and Sammy Davis, Jr.—or were they? 
They'd come to cheer him on, of course, 
but then again with The Clan you never 
could be sure. Sinatra and his pals had 
officially dubbed Liz and himself “The 
Court Lovers.” When he and Debbie had 
parted, the members of The Clan were 
the only ones who didn’t stick their noses 
into what was his own private affair. As 
Sammy Davis once put it, “If one of our 
group is in trouble, nobody in our group 
talks about it. When Eddie Fisher split up 
with Debbie Reynolds, none of us said 
anything to him about it. We just figured 
it was his trouble.” 

He’d been thankful to Sammy and the 
others for this. Understanding and dis- 
cretion—they were rare attributes indeed. 
He was glad they were here now, on this 
most important night of his life. 


Enter The Clan 


The Clan’s actual entrance into the 
Grove, while Eddie was still in his dress- 
ing room, had caused almost as much 
commotion as Liz. In single file, in order 
of rank, they had made their way through 
the crowded room to a ringside table al- 
ready occupied by Laurence Harvey, Joan 
Cohn, Edward G. Robinson and others. 
As The Leader, Frank Sinatra; The 
Admiral, Dean Martin and their loyal 
followers—Peter Pentagon Lawford (for- 
merly Sammy the Seal), Joey Bishop and 
Sammy Davis, Jr.—marched along, the 
clamor in the Grove fell off to an eerie 
silence. It was as if the President of the 
United States and his Cabinet had arrived. 

When Sinatra and Martin had taken 
their places at the head of the table and 
the others had seated themselves at each 
side of them, the noise exploded once more. 
The mob left Liz in its wake, swept past 


such secondary attractions as Joan Fon- | 
taine smoking a cigar, and Bob Wagner 
sitting oh-so-close to Keely Smith (Nat- 
alie was at hand, too, with Peter Glenville 
but that fact didn’t inhibit Keely and 
Bob at all) and bore down upon The 
Clan. Flash bulbs flared, spectators 
jammed around the newcomers. 

Through it all, Sinatra and his cohorts 
sat imperturbably. The Leader had called 
this summit meeting to give Eddie a lift, 
and they waited quietly for the main action 
to begin. 

Now, up on the stage, Eddie wasn’t giv- 
ing them the kind of action they wanted. 
He fumbled the words of his first three 
songs. He ran one number into another 
without interspersing any patter. He hit 
clinkers and his voice seemed gritty and at 
times unclear. To make matters worse, 
the P.A. system went haywire, making 
some words louder than they should be 
and blanking out others completely. 

At the end of his third song, just when 
it seemed as if he were shaking his stage 
fright, Dean Martin’s voice rang out, 
“Come on, Eddie.” A shiver ran through 
the entire room. This was the opening shot. 
Eddie Fisher was the Clan’s “target for 
tonight.” 

Then it came, hot and heavy, a barrage 
of cracks, taunts and interruptions. Weakly, 
Eddie tried to fight back. “How about let- 
ting me finish the song?” he pleaded at 
one point. “Hell, you ain’t finished any 


‘of the others yet,” Martin fired quickly. 


“You're telling me,” Eddie replied with 
a feeble smile. 

The fusillade increased. and Eddie 
reeled. His voice became even harsher. He 
forgot lyrics and fumbled notes. Often, his 
material was as unfamiliar to his audience 
as it sometimes seemed to be to him. Final- 
ly, Martin quipped, “You sang the songs 
you wanted to sing, now sing the ones we 
want to hear.” 

The crowd at the Grove, which’ had 
given Eddie a very warm reception at the 
beginning, only to grow colder and colder 
as The Clan peppered him from ringside 
and helped break up his act, stirred rest- 
lessly. At last, Jerry Lewis, who was sitting 
at an adjoining table with his back to 
Dean Martin, jumped to his feet and 
shouted, “And now if an outsider can say 
a word .. .” The rest of his words were 


drowned out by appreciative applause, but 
this didn’t stop The Clan. 


Could he survive? 


Shortly afterward, George Jessel leaped 
to his feet in Eddie’s defense and said, 
“T may make a speech myself,” and again 
the spectators applauded. But Milton Berle, 
sitting at the same table with Jessel and 
Ida Cantor, Eddie Cantor’s wife, was 
silent. It was as if the master ad-libber of 
them all, by keeping quiet, was reflecting 
the audience’s distaste at The Clan’s antics. 

Suddenly even the members of Sinatra’s 
group were still. Eddie was singing his 
special song, his love song to Liz, “That 
Face.” This was Eddie at his best, the 
singer the crowd had come to hear, sing- 
ing the song they’d been waiting for. 

The Admiral’s loud voice broke the 
spell. “And that’s some face, there,” Martin 
shouted out. “I don’t know why you're 
working, boy. I’d be home with her.” 
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cloths at the ringside tables. He laughed, 
a laugh that almost spilled over into hys- 
teria, but which by a mighty effort he man- 
aged to keep under control. Then doggedly, 
but less effectively, he began to sing “The 
Face” again. 

Another sentimental high point of the 
evening should have been Eddie’s singing 
of “Whoopee” in honor of Eddie Cantor. 
The whole show had been planned as a 
tribute to Cantor, with the proceeds going 
to his favorite charity, a camp for under- 
privileged children. But Cantor, who has 
been suffering from a heart ailment in re- 
cent years, had a setback two days before 
the opening and couldn’t attend. There- 
fore, along with everything else, Eddie 
Fisher was saddened by the fact that he 
couldn’t pay tribute, in person, to the man 
who had discovered him and launched his 
career many years ago. 

Sinatra and the boys were there, Liz 
shouldn’t be there and Eddie Cantor 
wasn’t there. Eddie did his best. He sang 
“Whoopee” directly at Cantor’s wife, Ida. 
But the odds were too great. He missed a 
note, flubbed a word, then blew the lyrics 
entirely. 

At last his final song and the last quips 
of The Clan were over. The lights went 
up. Eddie stood there almost startled by 
the applause, with the dazed expression on 
his face of a man who had somehow sur- 
vived his own murder. 

But there was a flicker of life in the 
corpse yet. He walked, mike in hand, to 
Sinatra’s table. Something resembling a 
smile crinkled his lips. “Well, I’m wait- 
ing,” he said. “We are honored, ladies 
and gentlemen, to have with us tonight 
the Desert Mafia. It was good of them to 
come. They had to break an important 
engagement to make it. They were sup- 
posed to invade Cuba.” 

The Leader and his followers, liquor 
glasses in hands, stumbled up onto the 
stage. Only Peter Pentagon, either out of 
sympathy for Eddie or from awareness 
that what was to follow probably wouldn’t 
measure up to White House standards, 
remained in his seat. 

What occurred next was in extremely 
bad taste, a hodge-podge of off-color songs 
and gags and racially and religiously of- 
fensive jokes. After receiving a “gift” of 
a collection of loud hankerchiefs from 
Davis and Bishop, Eddie slumped down 
on the bandstand and watched the pro- 
ceedings like a dead man observing his 
own wake. 


Liz was helpless 


Bishop tried to keep things on an even 
keel by making some pointed remarks 
about Martin and Sinatra being “far from 
sober.” Davis, too, attempted to smooth 
things over for Eddie by playing it straight. 
But Martin, who had led the heckling from 
the floor, set the tone of the on-stage hi- 
jinks. Once, after Sinatra disappeared 
from the stage for a few moments and 
then staggered back, Dean asked, “Have 
to go to the toilet, pal?” 

Through it all, Liz wore a smile pasted 
on her face. Later, PHoToPpLAy columnist 
Sidney Skolsky reported that she was “too 
weak to come to the aid of her husband,” 
but it is doubtful that even Liz at her 
healthiest could have saved Eddie’s eve- 
ning from being a fiasco. 


At the close of The Clan’s unscheduled 
act, Davis did a few impersonations and 
Martin gagged up a few more. Sinatra, 
shaking himself out of his lethargy, con- 
tributed an inept impression of Jimmy 
Cagney. Then they pulled Eddie into the 
group, and all of them, with the exception 
of Sinatra, sang a final chorus of “Bye, 
Bye Blackbird.” 

While the others were leaving the stage, 
Davis turned and gave Eddie a sympathetic 
embrace, as if to say, “I’m sorry.” Then 
he and the others followed The Leader out 
of the Grove. 

Eddie couldn’t hide his relief. Color 
flowed into his face. For the first time that 
evening he really smiled. 

Again he stood before the microphone. 
Now he was at ease and confident. He 
chatted about the trip Liz and he had 
taken to Moscow two weeks before. “No- 
body was happier to get back to America 
than we were,” he said. 

He then invited the audience to stand 
and join him in singing “God Bless Ameri- 
ca” to “show President Kennedy we’re 
behind him.” Everyone rose and sang, in- 
cluding Liz. In a way, they were showing 
Eddie they were behind him, too. 


At a party after the opening. Eddie 
clutched Liz’ hand as he greeted the 
guests and admitted, “I was in shock.” 
Liz sipped champagne from a glass in 
her free hand and said, “It only hurts when 
I turn my head.” No one was sure whether 
she was talking about her throat or about 
what had happened to her husband. 

During the next few days, reaction to 
The Clan’s “murder” of Eddie Fisher were 
varied and strong. 

The press was unanimous in roasting 
Sinatra and his buddies for subverting the 
opening. Sidney Skolsky’s scolding was 
typical. “I venture to say,” he wrote, “that 
The Clan, as members of an audience, 
will behave better. . . . They are too 
talented and smart to continue these low- 
jinks.” 

Eddie Cantor ignored the controversy ana 
thanked Eddie for the tribute and the con- 
tribution to his kids’ camp. He was sorry 
he hadn’t been able to be present, and 
said sadly, “You have to nurse these 
years along.” 

Liz was stricken ill after the opening 
and had to stay in bed for two days. 

Eddie, the victim of The Clan’s attack, 
kept insisting that Sinatra and his group 
had made it a great evening. He stated, 
“T like to be heckled by them, and the 
audience was hysterical—it was marvelous.” 
He went so far as to run some ads in the 
Hollywood trade papers thanking The 
Leader and his followers for what they 
had done for him, or to him. The following 
week he and Liz visited Sinatra’s home— 
with a few members of The Clan and other 
invited guests—and watched a screening 
of “The Devil at Four O’Clock,” starring 
Spencer Tracy and, of course, Frank 
Sinatra. 

Eddie did not heckle or interrupt the 
picture out loud. There is no public record, 
however, of what he might have been 
muttering to himself. .—Topp RowLanp 


You can see Liz and Eddie starring in 


“Butterfield 8” for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer. 
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months she had already matured—she had 
learned that once you fall out of love “I 
love you” is meaningless. 

She thought he was perfect—but every- 
one else had said he was all wrong. And 
finally, she had begun to think so, too. 
What she did not know was that the ache 
she still felt—which would finally go away 
one day—was just one of the signs of 
womanhood . . . its pleasures, challenges 
and pain. ... 

Two years later, she was sitting alone 
in New York, shades drawn, only the 
sound of an air conditioner grinding at 
the window for company. 

She leaned forward on the blue violet 
couch, trying to remember everything just 
the way it had happened; red-gold hair 
pulled back in a French twist, pinned 
up carelessly, falling in wisps; pale, wide 
soft lips bare of lipstick; small pert nose, 
neatly shaped eyebrows; large round-oval 
green eyes; lace nightgown strap slipping 
out from under a pale blue and green 
flowered peignoir. 

She was famous. Like in one of the 
stories she used to make up when she 
was little. Two short years—studying at 
the Academy, falling in and out of love 
for the first time with the boy who walked 
her home after class, jobs on TV, plays 
in grimy, cramped, off-Broadway theaters, 
summer stock. 

And then the day the telegram arrived: 
“Request you test for lead in ‘Gidget 
Goes Hawaiian.’ Columbia Pictures.” 

She began to relax, picked up a pencil 
and notebook, started to sketch. 

The apartment was her haven now, with 
its purple draperies, pink, orange, violet 
pillows, pink chests with shelves a deeper 
pink, rows of sober books opposite a 
frivolous, pink, ice cream parlor table and 
chairs, romantic pink candles, pink and 
red flowers (real) in a small vase, love- 
birds (artificial) and more pink flowers 
in a gay pink wicker birdcage suspended 
on a gold chain above the table. 

She looked hard at the picture she had 
drawn. It was a girl—a girl with her face. 
There was no mistaking it. And as she 
looked, she asked herself: 

“Is this really me?” 


Who is she? 


Her hair is the color of orange flame, 
her features soft and rounded, her eyes 
huge and green, her clothes size ‘five. 

She spends hours sitting in bubble baths, 
talking on the phone; skates at Central 
Park and Rockefeller Plaza in the winter, 
drinks hot chocolate afterward; looks like 
a teenager most of the time, but owns one 
“backless” black sheath to remind people 
she isn’t; loves picnics in the sun, long 
walks in the park, flowers and birds and 
candles on the table even though nobody’s 
coming for dinner. 


— 


She’s the star of “Gidget Goes Ha- 
waiian,’ described as “Debbie Reynolds’ 
successor” and “the New Sandra Dee,” 
the innocent source of a whole flock of 
Hollywood’s latest, newest, most exciting 
rumors. 

She lives in an East Side apartment 
painted pink, and tries to tell herself she’s 
not scared by sudden stardom. 

She took her screen test with Mickey 
Callan, and now the rumor factory has 
linked them. 

She starred opposite Jimmy Darren and 
they said she was in love with him before 
she even got to know him. 

She flies into tantrums, cries torrents, 
laughs angelically and remembers to say 
“thank you” because she means it. 

Her name is Deborah Walley and she’s 
trying to become a woman. Not just be- 
cause she turned twenty last August 12th, 
but because she’s been trying ever since 
she can remember. 

This is how it all came about. 

She was three the first time Edith and 
Nate Walley brought her out in a tiny 
circle skirt and miniature skates to do a 
few turns before the huge Ice Capades 
audience. Debbie looked out at the sea 
of faceless faces, felt the waves of ap- 
plause pushing against her, making her 
head tingle and her heart thump with 
excitement. 

Two years later, she stared lonesomely 
out of the window of a private school in 
New York, the cheers still echoing in her 
ears, the sparkle of her parents’ glamorous 
costumes still glittering in her eyes. 

“You have to go to school in one place, 
it’s better that way,” her mother had ex- 
plained. They left her in their East Side 
apartment with Miriam, the nurse, who 
took her to school every day and was there 
waiting for her every afternoon. And then 
the skating Walleys went on to the train 
stations, airports, hotel rooms, shadowy 
backstage dressing rooms, blinding lights 
out front that Debbie had known for the 
first five years of her life. 

After that, it was a series of schools, 
sometimes in New York, then tutors in 
Chicago and Los Angeles. But it all 
changed again after her tenth birthday. 
Edith and Nate Walley broke up the act 
—and the marriage. 

“We got along perfectly as a working 
team,” Mrs. Walley says candidly, “but it 
just didn’t work out when I decided to 
leave the act.” 

Nate Walley never remarried. Debbie 
still calls him “Father,” writes, phones and 
visits whenever there’s time. She and her 
mother settled down at Vero Beach in a 
big house Nate had bought but never lived 
in. 

Two years later, Mrs. Walley (who uses 
her first married name for Debbie’s career 
convenience) married Gene Mosher, pro- 
fessional golfer and businessman. Debbie 
made the adjustment to a stepfather and 
has called him “Daddy Gene” ever since. 

She was nearly twelve when she con- 
tracted a serious sore throat and asked to 
hear about “Little Paul” again. 

“But Debbie—that was so long ago,” 
her mother said gently. “I can hardly re- 
member.” 


The loneliness of childhood 
Then she looked at the child’s flushed 
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cheeks and begging eyes, and began to 
tell once more the stories of Debbie’s 
early childhood, tales made up in hotel 
rooms and sleeping compartments. “Little 
Paul,” the make-believe brother, “Nancy,” 
the make-believe sister, and many others 
—creations of a child’s fantasy to stave 
off loneliness, fill the void created by life 
on the road, life with grownups. 

In Florida, Debbie first attended Graham- 
Eckes boarding school, then Salem Acad- 
emy, Winston-Salem, North Carolina, and 
later Rosarian Academy, back in Florida. 

Protected as she had been, she sensed 
the strong rush of life as it brushed past 
—the tension, thrills and glamour of show 
business, the bitterness and sadness of a 
broken home, the unreal storybook quality 
of a childhood in a trunk. 

She was still a little girl, or so her 
mother believed, until the tragedy that 
brought the two closer than ever before. 
Debbie was fourteen when she came home 
briefly for vacation that year. She sensed 
how ill her mother was, though no one 
said anything. She was back in school 
again when it happened. 

Her mother had carried the baby almost 
full term. Debbie had been premature, a 
Caesarian delivery, and now, so was the 
second child. 

It was a little girl, the little sister 
Debbie had always longed for, and when 
the child died soon after birth and her 
mother thought no one in the world, not 
even her husband, could share the grief 
that had broken her heart, she received a 
letter written in a childish hand: “Dearest 
Mother . . . I know the reason my baby 
sister died was that she was too wonderful 
to live. God felt He couldn’t wait, and so 
He made her an angel right away.” 

It was the beginning of a closeness that 
has deepened with the years. Debbie was 
growing up in earnest. 

Only two years later, she walked into 
a Palm Beach playhouse for an audition. 
That summer she debuted in stock. 

She completed one last winter in board- 
ing school, but dreamed now only of escape 
—of the theater, of her future as an actress. 

The next summer she met Frances Ful- 
ler, director of the American Academy of 
Dramatic Arts at the Straight Wharf Play- 
house, Nantucket. Miss Fuller invited Deb- 
bie to enroll, waived the minimum age 
requirement and promised Mrs. Walley 
she would watch her “more than she knew 
she was being watched.” 

That fall, Debbie started classes, the 
youngest student at the Academy. She 
lived for a short time in a girls’ residence 
hall, then found a roommate, Gail Mussel- 
man, and an apartment—a room, one 
window, straight chair, closet, folding 
table, bookshelf, old-fashioned desk, one 
real bed and one small trundle bed. The 
rent was $120 a month and Debbie got the 
trundle bed. 

The first year was hard. The girls tried 
not to write home too often for money, 
talked and lived acting. Debbie calls it 
her “brief Beatnik” stage. She ate mostly 
bread, wine and cheese, met her first love 
and worried her mother. The second year 
she found another apartment and several 
jobs. She got over the first love and wor- 
ried her mother less. 

Her first big break was a filmed TV 
commercial for Stripe toothpaste. Debbie 
remembers how confidently she marched 


into the studio that day—and how much 
she needed the break. They rehearsed in- 
tensely most of the afternoon. Debbie’s 
line came near the end when the camera 
flashed to her and she beamed: “Snoopy— 
it just so happens Stripe is especially 
good for your teeth!” They went through 
once more, the director said: “Okay, fine 
—roll it,” and the cameras ground away. 

The actors ticked off their lines and 
finally Debbie’s moment came: she stepped 
forward, smiled broadly and said dis- 
tinctly: “Snoopy—it just so happens that 
Ipana is especially good—” 

Lights flashed, buzzers buzzed, the di- 
rector screamed. 

Luckily, she got paid anyway. 

At the end of her second year at the 
Academy (she was one of sixty out of 180 
asked back to complete their studies), 
she did “Blue Denim” in summer stock. 
Until that time, she never fully realized 
how explosive her feelings really were. 

The first night, as the second act drew 
to a close, Debbie spoke her lines, burst 
into tears and fled from the stage—all 
according to the script. The curtain 
dropped and the audience applauded. But 
backstage in her dressing room, Debbie, 
unable to contain herself, lay across 
her vanity, head in her arms, her body 
shaking with sobs. The crying continued 
uncontrollably for several moments. Grad- 
ually, she grew quiet. She began to talk 
to herself: “Take it easy, Debbie,” she 
kept telling herself. “It’s a play. A play.” 

It happened every time. When the play 
closed she was drained physically and 
emotionally. 

She had started rehearsal for an off- 
Broadway production when Columbia 
signed her to replace Sandra Dee in 
“Gidget Goes Hawaiian.” She left New 
York alone and took a little apartment in 
Hollywood. That Christmas she unpacked 
the tree ornaments her mother had mailed 
her and put them sadly on the tiny tree 
she had bought. It was her first Christmas 
away from her family. Then she wrapped 
the presents to be mailed. The last was a 
large ultra-fancy piggy-bank aglitter with 
sequins, rhinestones and fake pearls. 

With the bank she enclosed the follow- 
ing note: “Dear Mother—Now maybe you 
can start saving pennies for yourself for 
a change.” 


The disillusionment 


The first day of shooting “Gidget,” she 
stood waiting her turn before the cameras. 
In one of her scenes she was supposed 
to say, “Moondoggie” . . . and start crying. 
Suddenly, the makeup man appeared. “Are 
you ready? Do you want me to fix you 
up?” he asked. She thought he meant her 
lipstick. “No, thank you,” she said, “I 
think I’m all right—don’t you?” 

He said, “No, I don’t mean that”— 
and held up a tube. She stared, completely 
mystified. 

“Do you want me to put your tears 
in?” he finally explained. 

Debbie felt the color burning in her 
cheeks. She was an actress, not a machine. 
She stalked out before the cameras. Said 
her “Moondoggie” speech and wept. Not 
once, but ten times—with fresh tears flow- 
ing on cue. 

“I’m so gullible,” she confided later. “I 
used to think everything you saw on the 





screen really happened. I thought if you 
saw an actress cry, she was crying real 
tears.” 

When Debbie returned home to New 
York last spring, she seemed older, wiser, 
surer than ever before. One friend recalled: 
“She seems to make up her mind in a 
flash about things now. For instance, one 
day we were walking rather quickly past 
a large department store. In the window 
was an Easter display of dresses, coats, 
hats—all in bright greens. I didn’t think 
Debbie even noticed, until later as we were 
getting into a cab, she said suddenly, 
‘That’s what my Easter outfit is going to 
be this year—green!’ 

“Sure enough, two days later, she had 
a pale green dress, bright green coat and 
a cute little hat she made herself, with a 
rose pinned on.” 

Another time, she was posing for pic- 
tures around New York with Lee Kinsolv- 
ing, who starred in “Dark at the Top of 
the Stairs.” Halfway through the session 
she whispered discreetly in a studio repre- 
sentative’s ear: “Do you have to okay 
my dates?” 

The agent thought a minute. “I guess 
not,” the woman said. “But .. .” 

“That’s good,” Debbie said. “because 
I’ve already decided to go out with Lee 
tonight. He just asked me.” 

Though talent scouts took one look and 
said, “She is Gidget,” Debbie says yes 
and no. “Gidget has a wonderful ability 
for free expression. She never holds back. 
When she laughs she really laughs. When 
she has to cry she cries. She gets joy from 
little things—a tree, a sky, a flower. She’s 
too naive for me, but I’m naive too. I love 
people an awful lot. No matter how many 
times I get hurt, I turn around and trust 
everyone again.” 


How do you recognize love? 


As for men, Debbie admits: “I can’t 
size anyone up logically. I become in- 
fatuated right away. It doesn’t happen 
often—only two or three times since I’ve 
been old enough to be really in love. 

“It has to happen in a certain way and 
it has to come the first time. I meet some- 
one and there is a sensitivity and an aware- 
ness and a direct contact when we speak. 
And an ability when we are together to 
have that the only thing.” 

Nevertheless, the romance rumors, she 
says, are false. According to Mrs. Walley, 
“If Debbie were in love with someone now, 
I think she would tell me about it. And 
she hasn’t.” 

What worries her far more is her daugh- 
ter’s biggest problem: “My hardest job is 
to get her to think before she acts. I think 
she thinks more now than before. I don’t 
think she would do anything now that 
would destroy her career or hurt anyone 
else. I know she doesn’t even consider 
getting married now. She wants to get 
higher up on the ladder first—and with 
Debbie, there’s no top.” 

Debbie’s closest friends understand her 
impulsiveness, value her for her honesty. 
She never holds anything back if she can 
help it. 

“TI was never scolded for crying or feel- 
ing,” Debbie says. “Emotions were made 
to be felt. The better you express yourself, 
the faster you can be part of life. Once 
something’s over, and you let yourself 
feel everything, you’re free. If a friend tells 


me she’s sad about something, I say: ‘Yes! 
Go ahead, cry. Yes—it was an awful 
thing. Suffer. Feel every bit of pain. Don’t 
keep it bottled up.’ And once it’s out it’s 
over!” 

Debbie admits—and her mother agrees 
—“We get upset with each other some- 
times. I get mad and yell. But mother lets 
me. If I had to stop and think ‘I can’t 
talk back because she’s my mother’ our 
relationship would suffer. We couldn’t be 
such close friends.” 

Debbie is candid enough to admit her 
problems: Acting is the only certain part 
of her life. It gives her strength, courage, 
a sense of knowing and going. Another 
part is little-girl, very much dependent on 
a young, pretty, shrewd mother. As for 
womanhood—she’s excited with its prom- 
ise, equally frightened of its challenge. 

“T just hope,” Mrs. Walley says, “when 
Debbie marries, it will be someone who 
can understand and help her. It’s a ter- 
rible thing when a man is jealous of a 
woman’s career.” 

Debbie corresponds with many friends 
she met in boarding school. Recently, one 
wrote her a letter, with the following 
words: “. . . and I think everything that’s 
happening to you must be so exciting, 
so glamorous and thrilling. I guess I envy 
you, Debbie, sometimes. Then I start to 
think about my own life—I know it’s just 
ordinary and plain—but I love my husband 
and my two little babies, and I know I 
have everything to be thankful for, too... . 

Debbie put the letter down. Her great 
green eyes clouded with thoughtfulness. 
Finally, she turned to her mother, her 
young face half sad, half teasing: “You 
know,” she said, “things are getting seri- 
ous—I’m the only single girl I know!” 

She sat down on the couch, picked up a 
pencil and notebook and began to draw 
again, her pet hobby. 

The late afternoon light streaked in 
through the blinds. Pierre, her delicate, 
bone-sized poodle, gnawed delicately on 
the corner of a magazine, his misty tan 
and white ears limp on a purple shantung 
pillow. Beyond her, in the corner, her 
father’s picture—a handsome blond man, 
youthful at forty-five—was locked beside 
one of her own in a double-hinged frame. 

Behind her, above the couch, hung the 
portrait of “Nancy,” the make-believe play- 
mate of her childhood, she had painted 
last year. And on the wall near the door, 
a plaque from motion picture distributors 
inscribed: “To Deborah Walley, with the 
hope that her star will shine for many 
years to come.” 

Debbie looked for a long time at the 
picture she had just drawn. It was a girl 
with a perfect oval face, huge intense eyes, 
long red-gold hair. 

Finally, she asked herself for the thou- 
sandth time: “Is this me? Is this what I 
am?” For what she saw in the face was 
a dreamy, romantic child, a serious, hard- 
working actress and the beginnings of a 
beautiful, mature woman. 

It was then she made a silent, secret 
promise—to remain locked inside her heart 
until it finally comes true: “Only little 
girls are afraid to grow up. Actresses 
shouldn’t be and women—never. 

“And one day soon—neither will I!” 

—BarsBaArRA HENDERSON 


Debbie’s in “Gidget Goes Hawaiian,” Col. 
and “Bon Voyage” for Buena Vista. 
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shockingly, over. And that’s bad enough 
when you have only yourself to consider, 
but it’s infinitely worse when children are 
involved. Carrie and Todd were without 
a full-time Daddy. 

I learned from that experience—a very 
important truth: Never again will it hap- 
pen to children I may be fortunate enough 
to bring into this world. 

Todd was an infant, too young to grasp 
what had happened to his tiny life. But 
Carrie was aware, in her own little way, 
that her universe was different. Something 
had been taken away . . . someone she 
loved and depended on was gone. It was 
impossible to explain why Daddy didn’t 
live with us any more. There was no blame 
to fix. No sides to take. I’m still not sure 
she understands the reasons. Perhaps she 
never will. The answers are too complex. 

But there won’t be a next time. That 
scene will never be repeated. 

Partly because of those memories, Harry 
and I took our time about getting married 
—time to know one another as well as we 
possibly could. There are hundreds of 
things two engaged people don’t know 
about each other. You have to live under 
the same roof to discover what a man or a 
woman is really like. In some respects, 
newlyweds are strangers who are only 
beginning a life together where most 
movies end with “and they lived happily 
ever after.” 

That’s why we have set aside a part of 
our lives now to understand one another 
fully. Fortunately, Harry agrees—it’s as 
much a mistake to rush into parenthood 
as it is to rush into marriage. There must 
be more than love in a marriage for two 
people to bring children into the world. 


Love can fade 


Peculiar things can happen to love. It 
can change. It can fade away slowly, slip- 
ping out of your life until you find there 
is nothing left to hold you together. 

Or it can die quickly, leaving you bereft. 

this first year of ours is tremendously 
important. Before we bring any little Karls 
into the world, we still have many things 
to learn about each other. Sometimes it’s 
a slow process. But it’s an investment in 
the future. 

You see, Harry and I have more special 
difficulties to overcome than most new 
families. He has four children of his own. 
And when we married, he found himself 
with a ready-made family of my two. So 
it is more than just the two of us spending 
time together discovering the good and 


bad points of our personalities (and we do 


have our faults). 

Harry is also learning to know Carrie 
and Todd, and they are still finding out 
what a wonderful man he is. 

They don’t think of Harry as their fa- 
ther. Eddie still is Daddy to them. We both 
want it that way. And they love Eddie very 








much. But love? There’s plenty of that 
for all of us! Every night when we take 
them upstairs to bed, after our reading 
session they say their prayers. They al- 
ways end, “And God bless Mommy, Daddy 
and Harry.” 

They look forward so to visits from 
Eddie. But he doesn’t see them as often as 
he’d like. Eddie’s terribly busy. He and 
Elizabeth have been traveling a great deal 
this year, to England and Las Vegas for 
their work. 

And Eddie has a ready-made family 
himself. He is wonderful with Elizabeth’s 
three youngsters. That’s the way it should 
be. Like Harry with my two. Todd climbs 
all over him and loves to sit in the middle 
of his back to play “horsey.” And Carrie is 
fascinated by her stepfather. She turns 
on the feminine charm like a glamour girl, 
she wraps the poor man around her little 
finger. He’s helpless when she turns 
feminine on him. 


A letter to Harry 


Carrie will suddenly decide to write 
Harry a letter. 

“Mommy, I’m going to write a poem to 
Harry,” she announces. “I want it to be 
very special.” 

She collects a pencil and notepad, 
then scrawls away to her heart’s content. 
It doesn’t make much sense, but she prints 
her name clearly and we mail it off to 
Harry. Sometimes she dictates some won- 
derfully childish doggerel to my secretary, 
Rudy Render, and signs it with a personal 
flourish. 

Stacks of mail flood Harry’s office, but 
he loves to open her little missives. All of 
a sudden he has a few minutes away from 
business—to think of Carrie and home, 
to relax. 

And they think of him. Last Christmas 
when I asked Todd what he wanted for 
Christmas he said, “I want a hammer, a 
screw driver and something special for 


- Harry.” 


“Is that all you want?” I asked. 

“Sure,” he said. 

Good old Santa was listening. Toddy 
found his hammer and screw driver under 
the tree. And something special for Harry. 
He was most pleased with that. 

This past Father’s Day, Carrie decided 
she’d give Harry a very special gift. 

She came to me two weeks before the 
big event and said, “I’m going to learn 
how to swim in our pool for a Father’s 
Day present. It’s a big surprise.” 

Unfortunately, the children had a poor 
swimming teacher last summer, so they 
were frightened of the water. Then we be- 
gan new lessons with a terrific teacher. 
After four lessons Carrie was ready—just 
in time for Father’s Day. 

On the big day—and she’s only four, 
mind you—Carrie dived off the high board 
and swam across the pool. Harry was 
thrilled with her. He said my little girl 
couldn’t have given him a happier present. 
But there’s one thing that must be made 
clear: Close as Harry and the children 
are, those rumors that he plans to adopt 
them are absurd. Such a thing would be 
impossible—it is beyond consideration. 
Carrie and Todd have their Daddy, and 
they have Harry—and they are perfectly 
satisfied with the arrangement. 

So am I 

And so is Harry. 





Now ...a richer life 


I’ve found a much richer life than I had 
hoped for when Eddie and I separated. At 
first I didn’t know what the future held. I 
was single, with two children to raise. I 
worked harder than ever before. Going to 
a studio every day helped keep my mind 
from dwelling on subjects that delved too 
deeply. . . . At the same time I wanted to 
be with my children all I could. . . . But 
if I got tired enough, physically, I could 
sleep at the end of the day. I made five 
pictures in one year, and three the next. 
It was like taking novocain, but it didn’t 
always work. 

As fast as the last scene of “The Mat- 
ing Game” was shot, I went right into 
“Say One for Me.” It was then I filed 
for divorce. The morning after I finished 
“Say One for Me,” I flew to Spain for 
“It Started With a Kiss.” 

It was the first time I’d been away from 
the children. I called them every night. 
Because of the time difference, I stayed 
up until 2 A.M. to be sure they’d be 
awake. They were with my mother, but 
even so, my every concern was for them. 
Maybe it would have been different if 
their father had been with them. 

After the location shooting was over, 
I was so pooped that I went to Rome and 
Paris for a few weeks’ rest. My days were 
mainly spent shopping for toys and clothes 
for Todd and Carrie. And I must have 
written them a zillion postcards. 

(I have never forgotten the painful feel- 
ing of that separation. When Harry and 
I went on our honeymoon, we held out 
only a few days before we sent for the 
children. ) 

What a difference in my life now! Two 
years ago, I’d hurry home from the studio, 
leaving the set as soon as my directors 
would allow it. Most of the time I ar- 
ranged to have dinner with the kids. 
They’d be noisy and full of the devil, and 
for all too brief an interval, the confusion 
and fun was a comforting blanket. 

Then it would be time for bed, and 
a hush would fall over the house. It was 
quiet and lonesome. 

Darkness would come. The help would 
retire. There was nothing but aloneness. 

I’d turn on the TV set, usually to a 
comedy show, but I’d sit there not see- 
ing or hearing the program. Finally I’d 
lose myself studying lines, or working on 
a Thalians project. 


Afraid of the future? 


Women aren’t meant to be the heads 
of their own families. I wasn’t cut out 
for it. I needed the strength of a man; 
a kind, patient man. I needed someone to 
lean on. Every woman does. 

“There was the time Todd had to have 
an operation. I didn’t lose my head, but 
there was no one to turn to. I tried to 
reach Eddie. It was something I felt he 
should know about. But he and Elizabeth 
were out of the country. I didn’t know 
where. It wasn’t his fault, nor mine. But 
it was one of those emergencies when a 
woman needs a man. There’s no explain- 
ing why. The necessity is just there. 

Maybe that’s why people say I’m afraid 
of the future. 

I had men friends, I dated quite a few 
men. But it wasn’t the same thing at all. 
Most of them were just friends. But no 


matter who they were, the rumors always 
sprung up. Whenever I went out—with 
Bob Neal, for instance—I’d hear the gos- 
sip that we were going to be married. 
Yet we were never serious. 

Another example: Since my divorce I’ve 
made two pictures in a row with Glenn 
Ford. That set off the worst rumors I’ve 
heard since Eddie and I separated. The 
story was that Glenn had left Eleanor 
Powell because of me. We never even 
dated. 

I know what it’s like to be the wife 
when everyone is talking about your hus- 
band and another woman. My sympathy 
will always be with the wife. Maybe be- 
cause of my own experience. 

I wanted to call Eleanor and tell her 
that it was absolutely ridiculous. But I 
couldn’t. I didn’t know her that well. It 
would have been the wrong thing to do. 
If it had been someone I knew well, I'd 
have gone right to her home and straight- 
ened out the gossip. But rumors are a 
part of the price you pay for working 
in movies. Harry and I have been mar- 
ried since last November, but rumors al- 
ready are beginning to chip away at our 
lives. Thank goodness they can’t pene- 
trate our happiness. 

The story I hear most often is that we 
are having “troubles.” It’s a cycle—or a 
pattern—with all Hollywood marriages. 

“Debbie and Harry are having prob- 
lems,” the rumor says. “Their friends don’t 
mix. Debbie’s friends are too young for 
Harry, and Harry’s friends are too old for 
Debbie.” 

Nothing could be further from the truth. 
We have very few friends. Maybe four 
in all. But they are close friends, and they 
are as close to me as they are to Harry. 

Mostly our happiness is within our 
home. Carrie, Todd, Harry and I are de- 
veloping as a family unit. There is noth- 
ing urgent about it. There is a slow emer- 
gence of love and respect that grows and 
grows. It can’t be hurried or pushed. 
Children are even more aware than we 
are if something doesn’t ring quite true. 

We’re not trying to develop the “ideal” 
marriage. I don’t believe there is such 
a thing. I have traits that aren’t. pleas- 
ing to Harry, and he may have a few 
habits that don’t please me. 

I had an “ideal” marriage once, accord- 
ing to the press. I know better now. 

I’ve turned almost my entire life over 
to Harry. His maturity and sensitivity seek 
out my desires and needs before I have 
a chance to express them. It’s a wonderful 
feeling. 

Right now we are excited about moving 
into our new home, smack dab in the 
center of Beverly Hills. We spent months 
house-hunting until we were bushed. Harry 
decided to build, instead. He bought a 
huge estate at the foot of Benedict Can- 
yon and had the house torn down. But by 
then we discovered it would take too long 
to build. So we bought the new house 
that we haven’t moved into yet. It has 
a spacious backyard for the children. 

Most of the yard we have now is taken 
up by the pool, which doesn’t leave much 
room for them to romp. 

They play in the front yard, where all 
the sightseeing tours stop. The tourists 
come to the gate to take pictures. I don’t 
think it’s right for them to be subjected 
to that much attention from strangers. 
It isn’t good for youngsters. 
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I put up a big fence across the front 
of the house and installed dozens of ivy 
plants for privacy, but it didn’t help much. 
At the new house they'll be able to have 
their swings and slide in the yard—with- 
out any onlookers. 

Harry’s take-charge attitude helped 
make it all possible. He instinctively knows 
the right thing to do. Now I can lounge 
around the pool and take things easy 
when I’m not working. 

Harry, being older, is much more ex- 
perienced than I am about everything. 
He takes care of all the business affairs, 
and he still attends every Thalians meet- 
ing. He not only contributes financially, 
but gives us valuable advice. 

The biggest relief of all is not being 
the head of a household. I’m going on 
location for “How the West Was Won” 
soon, and I’m taking the children with 
me for three or four weeks. While we’re 
gone, Harry will move us out of this 
house and into the new one all by him- 
self. I don’t have to worry about a single 
detail. 

“It’s like opening a new shoe store,” 
Harry told me with a twinkle in his eye. 





He’s as strong as the Rock of Gibraltar. 

Back to the subject of having children 
of our own. 

Harry and I both want a baby. And 
I know Carrie and Todd would be de- 
lighted with a little brother or sister. The 
two of us have talked seriously about a 
new little Karl, and we’ve agreed to wait. 

That doesn’t mean we intend to wait 
forever, or even three or four years. When 
the time is right for all four of us— 
somehow we will know. 

When that time comes we will know 
within ourselves that we are doing the 
right thing for ourselves and the chil- 
dren—and perhaps most important of all, 
for the new arrival. 

The doubts I have about the future are 
gradually melting away. Mine is a full, 
happy marriage. In my heart I know 
it will endure. I’ve found that strong 
shoulder to lean on. 

My life is complete. 

—as told to JANE ARDMORE 


Debbie Reynolds stars next in 20th-Century 
Fox’s “The Second Time Around” and 
“How the West Was Won” for M-G-M. 








PAUL 
ANKA 











Continued from page 44 


nightmare. A frightening year in which 
he’d watched his mother die moment by 
moment, day by day. She was so young— 
still in her thirties. She had not wanted to 
die; she had so much yet to do. She had 
to finish furnishing the house; she had 
to finish guiding her daughter Marion 
through her teens; she had to raise Junior; 
she had to teach and steady and love Paul 
as she had done... . always . . . since he 
was a very little boy. 

It was a warm, sunny day. Mrs. Anka 
had left Paul, as she often did, parked 
in his carriage outside his father’s sand- 
wich shop in downtown Ottawa, while she 
waited on tables inside. What energy she 
had in those days! She worked in the 
shop, tended the tiny family apartment 
upstairs, cooked for her husband and his 
brother and the crowds of laughing, bub- 
bling Syrian relatives who were always 
dropping in—and cared for a baby boy. 

This day he was in his carriage, inter- 
estedly surveying the busy street, the traf- 
fic zooming across the intersection at the 
bottom of the hill—when it happened. The 
brake gave way and the carriage began 
to roll down the hill, faster and faster. 
Could he actually remember his own voice 
crying out, his mother’s footsteps running 
wildly after him? Could he remember it— 
or was it just that he had heard so often 
of the anonymous woman who, at the 
last second before he was carried out 
into the swift-moving traffic, grabbed at 
the carriage and brought it to a stop? 
No matter. He was sure he could remem- 
ber his mother’s arms snatching him up 
and pressing him close, and his mother’s 





voice, still trembling with her own fright 
as she soothed him. “There, Paul, there. 
baby, it’s all right now.” 

It was only years later that he knew 
what double terror that moment must have 
held for her—for only a few months be- 
fore, his baby brother, her second-born, 
had died. It was years before he learned 
that that was why his mother, young and 
gay and full of all the longings for fun 
and pretty things that any girl would 
want, had given them all up to concen- 
trate for seven long years on one dream: 
to move her family out of the city to a 
place of safety and quiet. 

Mama. Mama. How much did you sac- 
rifice to get us the house in Bayswater? 
We never knew. ... 

Camy Anka never showed by word 
or sign that she was anything but happy. 
Paul could remember the lilting sound 
of her voice humming in the kitchen of 
the Bayswater house, her hands always 
busy doing for her family. He learned 
his first songs from his mother’s light, 
soft humming. 

But one day the humming stopped 
completely—the day he ran away from 
home. 

Why had he done it? Even now, he 
didn’t know. Maybe it was because he 
was always a little restless, a little wild. 
Maybe it was because they lived only 
half a mile from a real farm, and he wasn’t 
the kind of boy who could resist that 
kind of temptation. Anyhow, he hadn’t 
gone alone. His sister Marion was big 
enough to tag along by then, and he 
corralled a buddy from school without 
too much trouble. How carefully he had 
planned ahead! He raided his piggy bank 
and bought a bag of all-day suckers for 
provisions. Fully prepared, they sneaked 
out to the farm, wandered through the 
fields all day and hid in the haymow at 
night. 

They were discovered by the police and 
taken home. Paul’s father beat him when 
he got there. Paul knew he deserved it, 
and stayed silent. But afterwards, ban- 
ished to his room, he looked up in sur- 











prise to see his mother steal in, opening 
her arms to her repentant son. He went 
into them gratefully. 

Mama, Mama. How patient you were 
with me. It was you I hurt the most— 
and you were the one who never re- 
proached me. You were the one who al- 
ways forgave. How many times, after I 
had worked Dad into a rage by flunking 
in school, by staying out all night, by 
running wild—how many times after Id 
been sent to my room, did you talk him 
into a lighter punishment, a_ second 
chance? I never counted them, Mama. 
Maybe no one could count that high... . 


“*“You’ll never see it again .. .”’ 


All that time—all those years—he had 
never suspected that she hid a secret of 
her own. Looking back, of course, a dozen 
hints came unbidden to his mind. The 
way she had to lie down sometimes in 
the afternoon. The fact that even when 
money was scarce, a hired girl lived with 
them. The time he had walked into her 
bedroom and seen something  glisten 
against her arm. 

“Mom, what’s that?” 

“That’s a hypodermic needle, Paul.” 

“A needle? I hate needles. You’re not 
going to give it to me, are you?” 

“No, darling. It’s not for you. Forget 
you even saw it. You'll never see it 
again.” 

And he hadn’t seen it again, and had 
forgotten it—just as she had planned he 
would. To the best of his knowledge, the 
other children never saw it even once. 
And none of them had ever questioned 
the necessity of carefully knocking on 
Mama’s door before going inside. She was 
Mama, laughing, bouncing, indestructible. 
She was the healer—nothing could ever 
be wrong with her. 

Only once, had she deserted them. Even 
clearer than the sound of her singing, 
Paul could hear now the silence of the 
house that one time she went away. She 
had gone to the hospital to give birth 
to her last child, Andy, Junior. 

Paul had been miserable. The house had 
seemed so dead. The hired girl, called 
unexpectedly home, had gone away, too, 
and a nurse had come to stay with him 
and Marion. But she didn’t stay long. 
Paul, perched on top of the stairs, threw 
wastebaskets down at the poor woman’s 
head till she quit. Another woman came, 
and was also driven out. Then a third. 
She stayed. Paul said it was because she 
made a salad he liked. Actually, he knew 
now, it was because, to distract him, some- 
one had suggested that he and Marion 
enter a talent show in Ottawa that week. 
Paul had been thrilled with the idea. He 
and Marion practiced a dance routine 
for days. They won first prize—a bike for 
Marion, a cowboy outfit for Paul and 
great hampers of food for everyone in 
the family. 

The hampers arrived the day his moth- 
er came home from the hospital with 
the new baby. All the relatives were there 
—his father’s six brothers and five sisters, 
his mother’s almost equally large family. 
All oching and aahing over a red-faced 
infant with a head of black hair. 

But his mother, weak and tired as she 
was, literally ran out‘of the car and took 
Paul in her arms. 

“‘Where’s all that wonderful food Daddy 








tells me is coming today? Paul, I’m so 
proud of you!” 

And for the first time in weeks, he 
glowed. She was proud of him. 

The whole beginning of his interest 
in music was wrapped up in his mother. 
It was she who understood when Paul 
announced that he didn’t want to go on 
with the academic course in high school, 
that he wanted to switch to the three- 
year commercial course which included 
classes in music and journalism. His fa- 
ther, who expected Paul to go to college 
and then into the, family restaurant busi- 
ness, was terribly disappointed. He re- 
fused to consent until Paul actually failed 
the tenth grade and was faced with switch- 
ing courses or repeating a year. His moth- 
er, though she must have found it hard 
to face the other ladies at the PTA, spoke 
not a word of reproach. And later, when 
he was in the commercial course and won 
awards for two stories he wrote, his father 
was pleased—but his mother understood 
why he was more interested in a poem 
he had written. It was a love poem about 
a girl named Diana, and he thought it 
would make a nice song lyric. Now, if 
he could just take piano lessons like his 
sister... 

His mother arranged that, too. 


Some kind of lunatic 


As soon as he learned to write music, 
he was committed for life. He knew from 
then on that show business was for him. 
His father, uncles, friends—everyone 
thought he was nuts. The men of the 
Anka family went into the restaurant 
business—that was the family talent. 
When Paul began to run off at night to 
hear popular singers and rock ’n’ roll 
artists, when he even neglected his writ- 
ing courses at school, when he took to 
sneaking back to the house at three in 
the morning with an autograph in his 
hand—then his father really laced into 
him. What was he, a lunatic? Who ever 
heard of a kid from Ottawa going into 
show business? Who knew whether he 
had talent or not? Why was he throwing 
away his education, his youth, his health 
on nonsense? 

The next day, confused, uncertain, he 
would wander home from school. His 
mother would meet him at the door. “Paul, 
I’m glad you’re back. The ladies are here 
for our card game—come in the living 
room and sing for them the way you 
sang for me in the kitchen last week.” 

And he would know again that he had 
made the right decision. 

Oh, Mom, you gave me that, too—my 
whole career. Right from the start, you 
wanted me to have what I wanted—not 
what everyone else thought I should want. 
You believed in me when no one else did. 

When his career first started, his moth- 
er would pack his bags for the one-night 
stands, filling them with vitamins she 
knew he’d forget to take, and undershirts 
he’d hate to wear. And always, just be- 
fore he left the house, she’d draw him 
aside: “Paul, I’ve got my bag packed, 
too. Don’t you want me to come along?” 

But he felt too old and wise to need 
her on the trips, and too protective to 
expose his mother to the big, brassy, 
high-living world of show business. 

“No, Mom. You stay here with the 
family. I'l] be back soon.” 
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And he would be back soon. He’d walk 
in the door and his mother would be 
there to kiss him and hold him tight and 
demand to see the empty vitamin bottle. 
Later, after he’d been on television and 
had attracted a frantic following of fans, 
she began to greet him differently. 

“Ooooh,” she’d shriek as he came in. 
“It’s Paul Anka!” Then she would pretend 
to faint and they would fall into each 
other’s arms, laughing. 

Oh, we laughed a lot in those days, 
Mom. Why not? I had everything by 
then—success and happiness. And I 
wanted to give you something in return 
for all you’d given me. I sent presents 
and brought my friends home to meet 
you and talked Dad into taking over some 
of the business end of my work. I was 
so proud to see how proud you were of 
me. I remembered the way you used to 
look at the big, beautiful houses in Ottawa, 
so one day Dad and I went house hunting 
in New Jersey until we found just such 
a house, on a street I knew you'd like— 
a street where people weren’t too rich to 
be friendly. And there was even a store 
in town that sold grape leaves. We bought 
the house for you and gave you a blank 
check and said, “Make it a home you'd 
love to live in, Mama, the way you al- 
ways wanted to do.” Oh, Mom, I thought 
then that by giving you these things I 
could repay you for what you'd done for 
me. But I still had no idea how great my 
debt was. 

One night he came home to the new 
house and opened the door, to hear his 
father call, “Paul? Is that you? Thank 
God you’re here! Come quickly.” 

Paul raced toward his parents’ room. 
His mother was lying back on a chair— 
white and trembling. “Mom!” he cried. 
“Mama!” But she did not hear him. 

“Help me,” his father said. Together, 
they lifted her to the bed and made her 
comfortable. Paul sat beside her while 
his father phoned for a doctor. Then 
his father took Paul’s hands in his and 
told him the thing he bad never guessed 
through all the years. 


“| never knew. . .”’ 


“Your mother is a diabetic, Paul. She 
has been since she was a girl. She gives 
herself insulin shots that keep her going, 
but sometimes she gets reactions like this. 
Lately they’ve been getting worse and 
more frequent. She’s been ill for a long 
time now.” 

“T never knew,” 
never knew... .” 

“She never wanted you to know. When 
you were little it was easy to keep it 
from you. Now it is harder. She never 
would follow her diet, because she didn’t 
want the children to know something was 
different about her. Now she must follow 
it. We must do everything in the world 
to make her well again.” 

Paul had started to weep then. But he 
looked at his father, and saw in his eyes 
the years of anguish; he looked at his 
mother, inert on the bed, and saw in her 
tired body the effort she had made to keep 
sorrow from him. He knew he could not 
add to their burdens by breaking now. 
He waited until the doctor came and he 
was able to stumble off to the room his 
mother had so lovingly furnished for him, 


Paul whispered. “I 


and _ there, 
cried. ... 

Her last days were crowded with doc- 
tors and injections and ambulances that 
came in the night to carry her to the 
hospital. There were her friends, too, who 
came to the door bearing flowers and 
fresh fruit, dnd who spent hours with 
her, playing the endless games of gin 
rummy and remoli that she loved. Some- 
times, she was better—his debut at the 
Copa a year ago was one of the times. 
Seeing her sitting there, smiling at him, 
he had suddenly thought, “Thank God 
she’s seen me make it—thank God!” 

But when she was worse, it seemed to 
him that there were still too many things 
he had to give her, and so little time in 
which to give them. Frantically, he made 
time. Last December he had come home 
two weeks before Christmas and told her, 
“Mama, I’m going on tour again. Miami 
and Puerto Rico.” 

“That’s wonderful, Paul.” 

“Do you have your bag packed, Mama? 
Because this time I’m taking you with 
me!” 

She needed a blood transfusion in 
Miami, but at least they were together at 
Christmas, at least he had taken her on 
one of his tours. 

Back home she became sicker and 
sicker, and the hospital stays became 
longer; and when she was home, she lay 
in bed and worried about how the family 


behind a closed door, he 
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would manage without her—and then the 
only thing Paul could do was be with 
her whenever he could. 

Finally she became too weak to play 
cards, or to talk. She would listen to the 
family chatter, or to Paul sing, and she 
would smile—that was all. The busy 
hands were still, the sweet voice silent. 
But once she asked for a calendar and 
after she had looked at it, she beckoned 
Paul to her side. 

“You’ve been home for such a long 
time,” she whispered to him. “Don’t you 
have engagements to keep?” 

“No, nothing.” 

“Don’t tell me that. What’s the matter. 
aren’t you a success any more?” 

He smiled at her. “Well, I was supposed 
to go to Pittsburgh next week. But I 
thought I'd cancel it.” 

“For me? Don’t cancel it. Go. It makes 
me feel good to know you're singing. 
Please go to Pittsburgh—for me.” 

Finally he agreed to go. The night be- 
fore he left, he taped a show with Perry 
Como in New York. Then he and his 
manager took a plane to Pittsburgh. 
After every show, he raced back to the 
hotel. Had there been any phone calls 
from New Jersey for him? Any telegrams? 

In two days, the answer was yes. The 
phone rang and his father’s voice on the 





other end said quietly, “Come home.” 

He caught an 8:35 plane to Newark. 
At ten o'clock, while they were in the 
air, the light at the end of the plane’s 
right wing blinked out suddenly. It meant 
nothing, Paul knew. Yet he turned to his 
manager and blurted, “It’s all over. I know 
it. It’s over.” 

When he got off the plane in Newark, 
the family priest was waiting for him. 

“I’m sorry, Paul,” he said. 

She had been taken to the hospital a 
few hours earlier, in a coma. At nine 
o'clock she had come out of it and asked 
the time. Then she asked to see “The 
Perry Como Show.” A televisiun set was 
brought to her, and she watched the show 
Paul had taped a few nights before. When 
it was over, she smiled and closed her 
eyes. She went back into the coma. She 
never came out of it. Exactly one hour 
later, she died. 


The voice inside him... 


And now, tonight, nine days later, her 
son was in a night club spotlight, with 
the tears he didn’t want to shed glistening 
in his eyes; with a song he didn’t want 
t. sing coming from his lips. 

How can I keep singing tonight, when 
all I want to do is run away somewhere 
and cry all those t. urs I’ve held back for 
all the things I never had a chance to 
give her? How can I go on when the voice 
inside me is not my own... ? 

Paul come sing for the ladies. . 

Paul, [ve got my bags all packed. . . . 

Paul, it’s all right, there . . . th-re, 
darling, it’s all right... . 

But it’s not all right, Mama. How can 
it be all right when I want to give you 
so much and there is nothing left for 
me to give you but tears? 

And suddenly, standing there in the 
spotlight, singing about a fur piece he 
found hanging on the back of a chair, 
he knew why he was singing. He knew 
why he had been able to go on with the 
show even tlough the voice inside him 
was not his own. 

Everything was perfectly clear to him 
now. He realized that his mother had 
made her whole life a single, sustained 
act of courage—the courage to forgo 
sympathy and weakness, the courage to 
forgo the luxury of self-pity and tears— 
to make a home without fear for her chil- 
dren. Yes, she’d been courageous in life. 
And even in death, she’d tried to teach her 
son the meaning of bravery. Now he knew 
that he had done the one thing she would 
want him to do—he had tried to equal 
her courage with his own. He had sung 
as she wanted him to sing. 

Through tear-stained eyes,. Paul found 
a glove—and sang about that. He sang 
about a cigarette case, another pocketbook, 
a scarf. The look of anxiety was gone 
from the face of the piano player. The 
audience was relaxed and content. Yes, 
they had worried about him, but they 
needn’t have. Camy Anka’s son knew 
what to do. Paul had been willed a legacy 
of courage. Camy /Anka’s son had not 
failed his mother tonight . . . nor would 
he tomorrow night .. . or ever. 

—CHARLOTTE DINTER 


Paul sings on ABC-Paramount records, 
and stars in “The Longest Day” for 20th. 






























































A new Kotex super napkin for extra protection 


The new Kotex super napkin has extra width 
and a new .moisture-proof inner shield that positively cannot fail. 


Added layers of absorbent softness give you added comfort and protection. 


Kotex is confidence 


f SUPER, SLENDERLINE OR REGULAR 


KOTEX and SLENDERLINE are trademarks of Kimberly-Clark Corp. 
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